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PEOEM. 



As aa Author of Original Poems, I beg most respectfully to 
address myself, to a judicious aud discerning class of intellectual 
beings ; who have read, and thus know well the general and 
accustomed track wherein our much beloved and honoured Bards 
of ancient date for centuries have trod, and those of modern times, 
base imitators of the same,. no better style or matter can produce. 
In consequence of which the noble mind of man feels satiate, and 
disgusted at the non-improvement of a science so delightful in 
itself, harmonious, and sublime ! — Full thirty years have I closely 
watched their rife, though retrospective movement ; and now, for 
reasons similar, though not in egotistic mood, methinks a new 
creation springs ; yet captious minds may say, no better than the 
rest ; nor do I here presume they are, where narrow and con- 
tracted intellect presides, which cannot comprehend the height, 
and depth, therein contained.-— Poetic genius is a natural gift, by 
heaven matured. The works of Pope and Milton are sublime, 
and bear the stamp of immortality 1 which some would vainly 
Idolize, and never think or dare to go beyond. With deference 
due, I boldly state, in this they err, for who would place a limit 
to the soul's expansion and improvement? Though these and 
others, quite as noble in their sentiment may thus be termed 
** good and standard works.'* Yet gross is the idea which many do 
imbibe, that where they stand, is quite the top of intellect, to 
which we never can attain ; nor ever need to try. But hold a 
moment, not so fast; just let us keep in time with reason, the 
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prodnct of their mind we have, together with onr own eapa^ 
dons intellectaal powers, by which, while in the elastic car, we 
may improve, and on the wings of genins soar to regions of immor- 
tal tmth, and light, and knowledge, far beyond onr predecessors ! 
But where is onr advance P and where the period fixed at which 
we stop P 

I here wonld answer, stop 1 never, but, through time to one 
eternal day progress, towards him who granted this, '^ The 
Privilege of Man." Keep pace with time, in things sublime, 
and never let the past suffice. Mark the wide capacious vacuum 
between the highest dignity on earth, and God in heaven I who 
only all perfection knows, to whom is nothing small, and nothing 
great. 'Tis he alone the standard of sublimity ! to whom we 
must aspire; and if we strive in faith, assistance shall be given. 
This is the golden lever, and the fulcrum too, wherewith to raise 
the intellectual mind above all mortal ken ! Thus, to assimulate 
our Maker and our God. Likewise through Christ, to fit 
and wel! prepare the vital spark to shine with splendour and 
magnificence, progressive in the train of those, whose lovely beams 
eradiate the crystal vaults of heaven !— 

Mark, those who would drink the sweet pierion spring, must to 
the fountain go; the lovely streams from thence proceed, and 
thither must return, where knowledge, (without ignorance) shall 
reign supreme, with no decay of parts, for, wisdom in longevity 
remains 1 Th^n, shall we stay the intellectual part beneath what 
is attainable to all who strive beyond the beaten track of human 
life to soar : or even what gigantic mindi; may have attained ; 
while seas of knowledge unexplored remain unsounded, traversed, 
and unseen P Take this small hint, then look within the volume you 
have in hand ; where with the keen and penetrative eye, you gaze 
on scenes yon never saw I Thus with astonishment behold what 
mortals wish to know, and catch by inspiration, truly taught the 
lesson none could buy, with gold or rabies bright, by faith in 
Christ, 'tis freely given ; " The Privilege of Man ! ! !" 

Grkat Ayton, 1857. 
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AN ESSAY ON THE BRUTE CREATION, 

"VflTH INCENTIVES OP MEKCY THEKEON. 

The whole Essay is replete with Scr!j)ture References, a few of 
which are placed at the end thereof, as less interrupting to the 
Reader, who can better examine at leisure, and with more 
profit or benefit to his mind, than in the ordinary way. 




jiBDS, Beasts, and Fishes, first were made, 
With all the reptile race ; 
By him, who Earth's foundations laid ; 
Appointing each their place. 

Then, Man was made, the master-piece 

Of all created things ; 
With mind elastic, to increase 

Bj certain secret springs. 
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Fair reason, was bestow'd on Man, 
Sheer instinct, on the Beast ; 

Yet mind, perverted Nature's plan : 
But instinct, Aot the least. 

Sweet Birds of melody can sing, 
And tune their lays with glee ! 

While all the Hills and Yallies ring. 
In choral symphony. 

'Mid yegetative matter, fair. 

And lovely to behold ; 
Matured by our Father's care. 

And nurtur'd in the mould. 

From whence, all Cattle have their food. 

Of which we too, partake ; 
And he himself pronounc'd it good, 

Who, nothing bad could make. 

The Cow, the Calf, the Lamb, the Sheep, 
The Poultry, and the Swine ; 

We hoard, and do in safety keep. 
Nor suffer them to pine. 

While they can eat and drink to feed. 
And clothe our naked frame ; 

Assistance give in time of need. 
And carry us when lame. 

The noble Horse, on which we ride ! 

When he is gently led, 
Will use exertions to provide. 

And plough the land for bread. 
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And then again, the faithful Dog ; 

Attendant on the Stock : 
Who takes the Lamb from out the bog, 

And brings it to the flock. 

Yea, day and night a watch he'll keep. 

The property to guard : 
His master owns, awake or sleep, 

Nor does it for reward. 

In duty bound to act his part, 

By instinct rightly taught ; 
Doubtless he does it from the heart. 

As every Creature aught. 

This is the lesson which was given. 

By Qod himself, to man ; 
From his bright excellence in heaven. 

When first the world began ! 

But overbearing, haughty pride, ^ 

Cans' d him to disobey 
His Maker's word, and turn aside 

Prom off the King's highway. 

Yet, Man and Beast, are closely link'd 

In sympathy to each ; 
Where reason errs, the true instinct. 

Will make a noble speech. 

" Witness the Ass which Balaam smote," 

That spake so loud and clear ; 
When he, in wickedness was caught, 

And both were fill'd with fear. 
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By signs, dumb creatures often spe&k. 

And mercy do implore ; 
Of those who Nature's union bteitk ; 

Nor Nature's Ood adore. 

To sympathize with the distress' d. 

Is Man's prerogadve ; 
And make the Brule Creation bless'd. 

While under him they live. 

Whose mortal origin is one. 

With aU that breathe the air ; 
And when the vital spark is gone. 

Alike to dust repair. 

Yet, reason, bve, and dignity. 

To Man alone, are given : 
With feelings of benignity ; 

Whose origin, is heaven ! 

Geneiii i. 30 lo 26— Nnmben xiii. 33.— Prorerbt iii. 3-U-17- 
Geneiii ii. 3 (a 7.— Ecclesiutea xii. 7. — lauoh liii. B.—Jtmn 
i. 17.~IuU«lixl. 6 — Proverbi irii. fi-la.—Genen* xzziii. 13. 
Frorerbi zii. 10— Cieneris ii. IS.—Eiodnl ii. 10, nadxiiii, 13. 
Denieranamjr zztz. 39.— Acts i. 7.— 1 Fetcr i. 13.— Halt. ti. 30. 
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THE SWEET VOICE OF CONTENTMENT. 




)T£LiKA Demosthenes, Diogenes too, 
Each one in their separate dome ; 
Far apart from the vulgar knew well how to do. 

To make their condition their home. 
And the wise in all ages, have tested for use, 

The virtue of every tree ! 
And have found that contentment alone bears the juice. 

Well suited for you and for me. 
Mark, the sweet healing balm, and the loveliest breeze. 

Are with, or without the sunshine ; 
Discontent, with the principle never agrees ; 

This statement, is truly divine ! — 
Th' capricious, are victims to what they profess ; 

Hypocrisy, envy, and guile ; 
And the outward betrays all their inward distress, 

In a vulgar satirical smile ! 
'Tis fair virtue alone, that can remedy this, 

The offspring of which is content : 
While the world has its way, she holds permanant bliss 

Which cannot by using be spent. 
Let the capricious spirit ne'er enter my breast. 

Let pride and presumption depart : 
For they all to mankind are the demonic pest. 

When harboured at all in the heart. 
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In a cave, or a tab, or a sweet little cot, 

Whereyer my home may appear ; 
Let peace and contentment encircle the lot. 

My heart and my spirit to cheer. 
Fair serenity then, with a smile on her face. 

Shall brighten the prospect around; 
All the tumults of life, with the enemy chase. 

And bury them under the ground. 
Now begone from my presence, sad doubt and despair. 

To your own hovel rapidly steer : 
As I don't harbour sorrow, grief, trouble, or care, 

I'll not have your company here. 
From the vile one you spring, and his childreli ye are ; 

You bear your progenitor's mark. 
For your business is nought but destruction and war ; 

Your mansion is down in the dark ! 
Then begone to your cell, and leave me in my cot. 

Where I with myself can agree ; 
Tho' I've little, I've plenty, content is my lot ; 

With a heart that is happy and free ! 
Lovely peace, joy, and harmony, ever abide. 

In the mansion, cottage, or cell : 
With the spirit of God, our director and guide ; 

We never can fail to do well. — 
Mark ! the Christian alone, has the power within, 

(Whatever bis station may be,) 
To outride all the storms, and the conquest to win 

Now raging by land or by sea. 
Then the casket he quits for a mansion above. 

And claims the most noble estate ! 
Free, and all to enjoy, at the fountain of love. 

Where pleasures can never abate. 
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Here, the voice of contentment, so charmingly sweet, 

Delights the connubial pair ; 
But, when the bride and the Lamb, in heaven shall msct, 

Ah ! what must it be to be there ? 



THE KING OF GALILEE. 
Tune. — The Miller of the Dee. 




Jhebe dwelt a man in Galilee, 
^And Jesus was his name ! 
Who came to set all nations free, 

From sin, reproach, and shame. 
Could I behold him passing by. 

My heart would dance with glee ! 
I'd envy nobody ; no, not I : 

Tho' some might envy me. 
As I'd enjoy his lovely smile, 

So placid and serene I 
Free &om hypocrisy and guile ; 

My heart would then be clean. 
And I with generous sentiment. 

Would raise my voice and cry. 
He gave me peace, and true content, 

As he was passing by. 
I caught his smile and felt his power, 

On that delightful day ; 
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When I beheld the lovely flower. 

Which never shall decay. 
The rose of Sharon, ever fair. 

And all the lilies thrive. 
In vital, and salubrious air, 

Which keeps the soul alive. 
My Lord is in the midst, and lo I 

The sun shines on the whole ; 
While heavenly breezes gently blow, 

I hear my Saviour call ! 
" Come unto me who fain would live, 

" The Lamb of God to see ! 
•' And life eternal I will give ! 

" Come sinner, come to me." 
My voice, in anthems now I raise. 

And sing right merrily ; 
Through grace, I'll spend my golden days 

With him who set me free. 
And then, when lifted up on high. 

The King in glory see ! 
I'll swell the concave of the sky, 

To all eternity. 
'Mid angels and archangels blend. 

Those melodies divine ; 
With Jesus Christ, the sinners friend, 

In whose bright image shine. 
And this the burden of my song. 

For evermore shall be ; 
All praise and power to him belong. 

The King of Galilee ! 
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ABRAHAM SACRIFICING HIS SON ISAAC. 




^l^vHEK Qod call'd out to Abraham, 
He instantly replied. 
And said with promptness, *' Here I am ;'' 

The faith of whom was try'd. 
Thus, said Jehovah, *' Take thy son, 

Thine only son indeed ; 
A mighty work must be begun, 

And finished in thy seed. 
For all the Nations of the earth. 

Shall blessed be in thee, 
Tho'' some may travel long in birth. 

Through Christ, the whole are fret. 
Get thee with Isaac to the land 

Of Mount Moriah, where 
Thou'lt offer up at my command. 

Thine only son and heir. 
Whereby to typify the Lamb, 

Thine Isaac I must have 
A sacrifice, the great I am ! 

Requires the world to save." 
Then, in the morning Abram ros8 

Ready at God's command ; 
Not to investigate, Uie cause 

By faith alone must stand. 
His ass he saddl'd, and with him, 

Now took his only son ; 
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And clave the wood to put in trim 

The sacrifice begun. 
Here recognize, by faith 'tis made 

To represent the true ; 
Which Abram saw within the shade, 

Fixt by the golden screw ! [Christ} 
When lifting up his eyes he saw. 

The place a great way off; 
Whose son with him did forward go, 

Altho' the path was rough. 
Nor did his Isaac* know for why, 

The wood alone he bore ; 
But here's the test by which to try 

His confidence the more. 
He took the fire, likewise the knife. 

And both together went ; 
Abram to take his Isaac's life, 

For this was his intent. 
They reach' d the summit of the hill. 

On which an altar made ; 
And Isaac must go through the drill, 
, Close by the quivering blade. 
'* Father," said he, with courage bold,. 

Who answered, *' here am I ;" 
" All's ready, fire and wood behold. 

But Where's the lamb to die ?" 
Then said Abraham to his son ; 

(With haste he thus replied,) 
** The work is here, and must be done, 

God will the lamb provide." 
The father bound his son at last, ' 

And on the altar laid 
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This sacrifice of noble cast ; 

But, ah ! was he afraid ? 
His hand he now stretched forth, and took 

The knife to slay his son ; 
And then Jehovah seal'd the book. 

For lo ! the work is done. 
An angel call'd from heaven, and said 

(In strong pathetic terms,) 
** Lay not thine hand upon the lad ; 

Hold ! faith the work confirms. '* 
By this, I know thou fearest God ; 

Nor hath withheld thy son. 
Thine only son, from penal rod. 

The vict'ry thou hast won. 
Then, Abram, lifting up his eyes. 

Found what he never sought ; 
A ram, (unto his great surprise) 

Was in the thicket caught. 
He took the same, and offer' d him, 

For a burnt sacrifice ; 
Instead of that most precious gem 

By whom the nations rise. 
Thus, in the mountain of the Lord, 

Where sacrifice hath been 
By Christ prepared, our life's restored, 

Behold, behold, the scene ! ! ! 
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CEMETERIAL PROHIBITION. 

COKPOSBD IN THE BEAtJTIFtJL CEMETEBT AT HULL. 




J LUCK not the flower from off the bed 
Wliere human ashes lay ; 
But let it here its fragrance shed. 

Then wither, and decay — 
As did the mould from whence it rose 

So lovely and so fair, 
Tho' now it rests in sweet repose, 

Devoid of thought and care. 
This relic of the last remains 

Of whom we once did love ; 
Is what the living now obtains, 

As olive from the dove. 
Look on those beauteous flowers and say, 

Their author cares for such ; 
And shall he not this sleeping clay 

Revive ? with honor' d touch. 
Mar not the bud that blossoms here, 

Where rests my bosom friend ; 
For shortly I must join the bier, 

With kindred ashes blend — 
And in the morn, the splendid mom. 

Of that appointed day ; 
When death will of his strength be shorn, 

Shall rise and tower away. 
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Far, far oeyond terrestrial things, 
Where Sharon's lovely flower ; 

For ever, and for ever springs 
Eclat, in Eden's bower ! 



LAUREL FOR THE DEAD. 




Ihat can I do in mempry of 
The kindred spirit whom I love, 

Whose body lies below — 
A bed of flowers so sweet and fair, 
I'll plant where I can oft repair. 

To see the roses grow — 
And drop the sympathising tear, 
On ashes now devoid of fear. 

Alike to grief and pain. 
And yet, in hope here rests the earth. 
Till Christ its owner cries " come forth ;" 

Then shall it spring again — 
The rose reminds me of the day, 
When those shall rise in grand display, 

Who love their Saviour here ; 
Witness poor Lazarus in the tomb. 
When Jesus call'd his spirit home, 

And shed the parting tear — 
Behold his resurrective power, 
And feel the fragrance of the flower, 

In silence stand amaz'd ; 
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Soon as he spake the solemn word, 

<^ Lazarus, come forth/' his voice was heard. 

To life the dead was raised — 
From this a noble lesson learn, 
Nor ever dare to grieve and mourn. 

For those who sleep in peace—' 
Secure they rest in his embrace, 
Whose footsteps we must ever trace. 

Till time with us shall cease. — 
Then shall I as a laurel bright. 
Shine forth in splendor and delight ; 

To grace the honored brow, 
Of him who hath the keys of death ; 
And prov'd the same while here on earth. 

To whom all nations bow. 
Tho' lilies in the valley grow. 
And spread their fume through all below. 

The essence of true love — 
The rose of Sharon blossoms there. 
Amid the sweet salubrious air, 

Of Paradise above — 
So may I be, when Christ appears. 
And all my days, and months, and years. 

With time are pass'd away ; 
There, all the plants are ever green. 
And fruit in rich abundance seen, 

Throughout eternal day !— 
Ah ! for that blessed treat when I 
Shall bask in realms beyond the sky, 

Where beams my Saviour's face ; 
And there partake of all the store. 
To saints reserv'd for evermore. 

Matured by his grace. 
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IMMEABILITY. 

A DISSEBIATION. 

»ra\ra WANT of powci to pass beyond 

The present state of things ; 
Would hold in fetters or in bond, 

All subjects and their kings. 
If stationary man must be 

In arts and science brave ; 
Grand genius, never could be free 

From trammels of the slave. 
The mind would be a cumb'rous mass. 

In het'rogeneous form ; 
Nor could our nature ever pass 

The boundaries of the worm. 
Thus, crawling on, amid the whole 

Of splendour in creation ; 
To settle where we got the fall, 

Nor rise to higher station. 
A meagre, low, degraded set 

Of mortals bom to die ; 
For ever and for ever bet, 

To rise need never try. 
But is it so with man ? the prime 

And master piece of God ; 
Are aU his mental powers sublime. 

To sink beneath the sod ? 
In whose bright image was he made r 

'Tis no penumbra mark ! 
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Altho' he may be in the shade, 

He's got the vital spark ! 
Reflecting light upon the whole 

Of God's creative plan ; 
Likewise redemption from the fall : 

Behold his love to man ! — 
Our ruin couldn't be designed. 

By him who built us first ; 
With capability of mind 

Beyond th' angelic host ! 
How far surpassing which, I can't 

In truth presume to say ; 
The rising progress of the saint. 

Runs to eternal day ! — 
Let this suffice, and move along. 

With pleasure and delight ; 
Until you join yon happy throng. 

Where faith is lost in sight. 
In pro, and retrospective glance. 

We view a world of mind ; 
Which ever, ever must advance. 

New projects still to find. 
But ah ! th' reflecting part of many 

Will testify the fact ; 
That God in wisdom formed the plan, 

And gave him power to act. 
By which, the image of his God, 

He must assimilate ; 
Or feel the burden of his rod ; 

Or rise to high estate ! 
With strength of intellectual mind. 

The standaid and the tower 
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Whereby to soar, if so inclin'dy 

He never meed to lower.: 
But move eternal with the word, 

That spake a world fcom naught ; 
Which darksome chaos bounding heard, 

And in an instant. caught. 
The march of intellect is such, 

Progressing every day ; 
Nor e'er can reach the highest touch, 

Or catch the brightest ray. 
Splendoric beauties day and night. 

Are opening in the field. 
Where mmd can soar beyond our sight, 

To myst'ries unreveal'd. 
Tho' here the sun in splendour shines. 

And gems are glit'ring bright ; 
Thus, opening out the golden mines. 

Of wisdom, truth, and Ught. 
Wherein we daily may progress. 

So boundless is the store ; 
Which never, never can grow less. 

But increase more and more. 
Can we who occupy the mind. 

Or boon which God hath given ; 
Else but advance nor lay behind. 

Or stop this side of heaven ? 
According to the mind's improve. 

Capacity shall be. 
For the enjoyment high above. 

To all eternity ! — 
Mark well, th' acquirements of the age, 

In which we mortals live ; 
c 
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Vast enterprises we engage. 

Which can't run through the siere. 
The ingenuity of art, 

And science, wond'rous great ; 
With mind alone, the project start, 

And raise its own estate ! — 
Witness the progress it has made. 

Within last forty years ; 
In educational parade. 

Which now so free appears. 
Those cannot wonder who are taught, 

The lessons of the wise ; 
When more extended is the thought. 

To reach beyond the skies. 
Some minds will creep, and lay the plan, 

For others to fulfil ; 
Who have the wealth, but not the man 

With genius, art, or skill. 
As stars of different magnitude, 

In th' moral hemisphere ; 
We shine in yarious altitude. 

And thus on earth appear. 
The head, the hand, the will, the heart, 

Must each their office bear ; 
As nature's laws, give all a start, 

And genius drives the car. 
Then let us each our station fill. 

In one harmonic whole ; 
And not a wheel be standing still, 

In this majestic ball. 
The yehicalic figure us'd, 

Conyeys the mind beyond ; 
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The morbid intellect abus'd. 

Which often does abscond. 
With this idea some will rest. 

Indulging sense alone ; 
Thinking that man is but a jest, 

Or mimic — alien born. 
Tho' when he's gone his utmost stretch, 

Drops short of his desire ; 
Nor can retrieve or ever catch, 

What nature doth require. — 
But think ye not who're moving low. 

That you can't tower away ? 
Mark ! trying is the eagle's claw, 

To catch and hold the prey. 
Thus on the wing, you mount beyond 

The rest, and leave behind. 
Yon dying embers, never found. 

Are scattered with the wind. 
Then let us strive, to rise and shine 

Above the meagre class ; 
Who think all human, none divine. 

Nor have a right to pass. 
Immeability in this. 

Can not at all apply ; 
Unless the soul of man should miss. 

Its rest beyond the sky, 
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UNITY IS STRENGTH. 

A CITIL WAB, A8 BELATED TO THE AVTSOB BY MB. 
PABSIEB, AT KEWGA8TLE, A HIKI8TEB OF TH& 008PEI. 
WHO WITNESSED THE SAME ONE 8TJNDAT MOBKING 
WHEN OOING TO HIS AFFOINTMBNTB. 




JNCE on a time near Jesmine Vale,* 
A circumstance took place ; 
Tlio' simple is the moral tale, 

Time can't the fact erase. 
While unity is strength you know, 

And thus exemplifi'd ; 
By which to chase away the focj 

But caught if you divide. 
One mortt in spring, so charming sweet. 

While passing on my way : 
I much enjoy' d a lovely treat. 

When nature's suit was gay. 
And Philomela's voice was heard. 

With all her train attendants ; 
In unity with one accord, 

To gain their independence. 
Harmonic strains salute my ear. 

In lovely melody ; 
The Tyne was gliding to the Wear, 

Both ebbing to the sea. 

* In the locality of Newcastle-on-Tyne. 
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Whence all the streams that eyer rose, 

To inundate the vale. 
Proceed, and form the general cause, 

Of turged hill and dale. 
Romantic scenery abounds 

In this locality ; 
And echo through the whole resounds, 

A band in unity ! 
The jasmine, lily, and the rose, 

With flowers of vari'd hue. 
Do now their balmy sweets disclose. 

My senses to renew. 
Ths sun shone beautiful and fair. 

On all the landscape round ; 
And I amid salubrious air, 

Seem'd on enchanted ground. 
When lo ! a solemn silence broke 

The sweet harmonic string ; 
And thus advanc'd an old glead hawk, 

Flapping his murky wing. 
Bold and heroic as he came. 

To seize upon his prey ; 
But others had to play the game. 

And he'd to scud away ! — 
The peaceful feather'd tribe engage 

In unity, to hold 
A conference here, and war to wage. 

With him the emperor bold. 
All arm'd with bills in their defence, 

Have at him tooth and nail ; 
And drove the rebel scouting hence, 

With only half his tail. 



30 weight's poems* 

The birds in triumph raised their toiee» 

With language rough and rife ; 
Flew after him, who had no choice, 

But to escape for life. 
In much alarm, the bounding peal 

Did through the valley ring ; 
Which made the hawk, with horror squeal. 

And wend his nervous wing ; 
To some far distant rock or cave. 

Where he might shelter get ; 
As by the host in union brave, 

He now was fairly bet. 
The victors all in hearty glee, 

Resum'd their wonted song. 
As they had won the victory 

By union, bill, and tongue. 
The enemy is chas'd away. 

No blood shed in the war. 
Nor. mooty needless debt to pay ; 

Union is freedom's star ! 



A LIVELY CONFERENCE WITH DEITY. 




THOTT I by whom this world was made. 
And twice ten thousand more ; 
As lights within the dreary shade, 

Where Chaos reign' d before : 
New life sprang up in grand display, 
'Mid elements refin'd ; 
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Wherein is seen the lovely day, 

With men of splendid mind. 
Tho' some with morbid passions, whine 

In visionary light ; 
Yet, myriads more in lustre shine 

Magnificently bright ! 
Tho' on this smdil globular spot^ 

Existence man shall jGind ; 
Belate to me where he is not. 

With other worlds combined ? 
Spirit and matter, are aUi'd, 

Beyond all mortal ken ; 
And tho' the union may subside, 

'Twill soon unite again. 
A vista peep we have within, 

Where all is ^ on the move ; 
And ever since time did begin, 

Are join'd to things above. 
Witness the thought that flies apace, 

Where matter canH be seen ; 
Nor has it ever found a plaee, 

In permanence to reign. 
While cas'd in elements of clay, 

'Tis ranging far and wide ; 
Nor either, for one moment stay. 

Alike to wind and tide. 
Progressing in the common shift. 

Alone attached to time ; 
Where mind is ofttimes run adrift. 

For want of things sublime ; 
Until at length she takes her flight. 

Whence, mortals cannot tell ; 
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One thing is sure, all must be right 

With those who're living well. 
Here, while the gem is in the case, 

Alike subject to fall ; 
My confidence in thee I'll place, 

For thou art all in all ! 
A mystery to himself is man. 

And ever shall remain ; 
Till thou, in wisdom shew the plan, 

By which we truth obtain. 
And as thou art, then shall we be 

In thy imique estate I 
Thrice blest to all eternity. 

Where life can ne'er abate. 



THE SINGLE EYE, HIGHLY BENEFICIAL. 




m poverty and great distress, 
A firm reliance on 
God's goodness, makes our troubles less. 

Likewise the many, none. 
As we do magnify the moat. 

Into a mountain size ; 
And troubles make of what are naught, 

By sight of double eyes. 
The eye when single, rightly plac'd 

On objects far or near. 
Will never suffer time to waste. 

By needless doubt and fear. 
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But look direct unto the point, 

Whence every blessing springs ; 
And fasten on a treble joint. 

To soar on eagles wings ! 
Far, far beyond the murky, vain, 

And fancy burdened whim ; 
Which loses more than it would gain. 

When eye is out of trim. 
Those live by faith and not by sight, 

Who have the single eye ; 
Which brings gross darkness into light, 

And never looks awry. 
Now, you perceive the object where, 

By faith alone to stand ; 
Above the tumults and the care, 

Which always are at hand. 
Cast all thy care upon the Lord, 

And he will thee sustain ; 
Until thou reap the grand reward. 

Where troubles can't obtain. 



THE EQUINOCTIAL HARVEST, IN THE NORTH 

OF ENGLAND, 1866. 




FBOBFECT beautiful and fair. 
Presents itself to view ; 
The fruit of much long toil and cafe. 
We're reaping where it grew. 
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The harvest fields are dad with com, 

Embellishing the land ; 
The peasant rises in the moniy 

To cut it at command. 
And then his master looks around, 

Watching the time to reap, 
While his ripe crops are on the ground, 

Has little time to sleep. 
Tho' feeble nature fain would rest, 

Herself in sweet repose ; 
He knows that he must do his best. 

His eyelids seldom close : 
Whose mind is fill'd with anxious care, 

And watches every breeze ; 
]Nor can one single moment spare. 

His fancy now to please. 
The sun sets in the western skies, 

The moon is shining bright ; 
And John is call'd on by surprise, 

To work the live long night. 
The golden grain is cut and dry. 

Ready to gather in ; 
Now lads, all hands to work md try 

The harvest thus to win. — 
For lo ! the clouds pretending rain, 

In quick succession rise ; 
And ere the sun has set again, 

Are spread around the skies. 
Harsh winds are murmuring in the vale. 

While vivid lightnings dart ; 
Loud peals of thunder turn me pale, 

And rend my very heart ! 
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For I'm afraid yon lovely crop, 

Will perish in the field ; 
Pray, Lord, " Thy water bottles stop," 

And let them now be sealed. 
Ah no ! the time is gone, wherein 

You might have got the whole 
Made quite secure, nor ere begin 

Too late, on me to call. 
Don't lay the blame on time and chance, 

Or tax kind providence. 
While you have seasons to enhance, 

The good he doth dispense. 
Allow me one short respite more. 

To gather in my grain, 
Tho' I have loiter'd much before, 

I'll not do so again. 
A time to sow, a time to reap, 

A time to gather in! 
But if in harvest time you sleep, 

You can't your harvest win. j 

Hark ye ! harsh winds begin to blow, 

Loud peals of thunder roar ; 
The rains descend on all below. 

And harvest time is o'er. 
Now you have time to think of what 

You should have thought before ; 
When you were in your parlour sat. 

Instead of being at door. 
Your crops are lost, and you must bear 

The consequence of this, 
For want of diligence and care, 

All things have gone amiss. 
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A time to live, a time to die, 

A time to watch and pray ; 
There is for all, tho' some may cry, 

When time has fled away. 

HOBAX. 

The harvest is past, and the summer is ended. 
The product of which must remain, 

To the day wherein wrongs can never be inended, 
Yet each shall theix merit obtain ! 




THE COTTAGER'S HOME. 



[ow happy the creature who never does wrong. 
And lives in a Cot of his own r 
Has naught to bewilder his mind in a throng, 
Where rancour and discord are sown. 

Contented he sits by his own fireside. 

And nothing his peace can annoy, 
Whose bliss b increas'd by an excellent bride, 

Co-partner with him in his joy. 

Having books to peruse, and pencil to write, 

The matter he has in his mind ; 
On which he can pore with the greatest delight. 

Beyond what the opulent find. 
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In the bustle and din of a woiid fall of noise, 

Distracting the peaceable soul ; 
Nor can he partake of their petulant joys, 

Howerer spkndoric they roll. 

Quite aloof frcnn the whole, with time to reflect, 

On mishaps and errors of life ; 
Through the which he has passed, and now can detect, 

The turgid forebodings of atrife. 

With grace to o'eroome all the risings of sin, 

Attacking his soul in the vale ; 
He conquers the enemy ever within, 

And rides on the wings of the gale ! 

I repeat it again, how happy the man, 

Who never, no never does wrong ; 
On principle founded, he works out the plan. 

Which cannot to ranoour belong. 

Behold the hit cot, by tiie side of the hill ! 

Wherein, is the man of content ; 
Whose only sunxiety is to fulil 

HLb duty, and never Telent.-— 

Throughout a long li£e he has strove for the same. 

As you will perceive by the text ; 
Where conscience approves, no matter who blame, 

A blessing is to it annex't— - 

The life that now is, and the life that's to come. 
Are promised to those who obey ; 

D 
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The will of the Lord, who has fit up a home ; 
A house that will never decay ! 

To which he resorts when he gives up the Ohost, 
That moulders his Cottage to dust ; 

Whose soul will then join with the heavenly host. 
To worship the Ood of the Just, 

Made perfect below, — ^in a casket of clay» 

And fitted for mansions above ! 
So noble and elegant in the display, 

Of Jesu's immaculate love ! 



NONE SO DEAF, AS THEM THAT WONT HEAR ! 




Jabk ye ! yon sound propitious, bears 
An admonition kind; 
To lessen troubles, doubts, and fears. 

Prognostic in the wind. 
Likewise the atmospheric sound. 

With marks of liquid fire. 
Which oft the gmlty conscience wound, 

By Qod's vindictive ire; 
While vengeance in tremendous glare. 

Yet merciful and kind ; 
Bears on the wings of vital air, 

What ominous we find* 
The evening star, the setting sun. 

The Rainbow in the East, 
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And Northern lights their circuit rvn, 

Foretelling dearth or fei^t. 
The Ocean's ebb and flowy divide 

The wealth of land and sea ; 
Propelling forth the well known tide^ 

In reciprocity. 
The Moon» with her attracliTe power, 

Alternate full and change^ 
Ordain'd to cast the fruitful shower, 

Or drought within her range. 
The Pleiades bright and glist'ning, stud 

Yon canopy above 1 
And all prognosticate the good, 

To man bequeath'd in love. 
The whistling winds, the storms and frost. 

Alike in sound advise 
We mortals, by the tempest tost, 

And teach us to be wise. 
The contemplatiYe mind of man. 

Hath privilege bestow'd. 
Wherewith to hear and see the plan. 

With faculties endow'd. 
Until the scenes of time are past, 

And constellations cease ; 
Then he shall take a fairer cast, 

With all its bright increase. 
Where knowledge, wisdom, truth, and light. 

Shall ever more obtain ! 
By virtue of our Saviour's might, 

We life eternal gain ! 
Whose voice through every thing is heard, 

In truth and love sincere ; 
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This kind admoaitory word» 
" They who have eazB should hear !" 



HOBAL. 



Mankind In the gross, will seldom attend, 

To truth in its loveliest form ; 
But when the bell rings» *' Thy life's at an end ! '' 

The whisper is heard in the storm ! 






THE IMPORTANT fALL. 



^Ml 9'^^Ki^^ who are caU'd, will but seldom attend 

To the dictates of infinite love ; 
Till time is all spent, and their life's at an end. 
When death calls them hence to remove. 



Then the message they hear, nor can they deny, 

The monster in person is sent ; 
To issue the edict, " This day thou shalt die. 

No time is there now to repent." — 

The man who postpones the momentous aflfajr, 

Of life's preparation for death ; 
Will find in the end, not a moment to spare, 

When his spirit is gasping for breath ! 

Yon creature behold, on the extreme of time ! 

With ardent desire to save 
The soul that is passing, to nothing sublime ; 

Whose body is verging the grave ! 
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All his work to begin, when it ought to end ; 

He sees what is lost by delay : 
The night has arriy'd, when he cannot attend, 

To business belonging the day. 

Now the message comes home, the which to fulfil, 

His day of probation is by ; 
Nor can it return, but to answer the bill, 

Prepared or not, " Thou must die !" 

In deep consternation he lifts up his head. 

And looks with an eye full of sorrow ; 
The blow is now inruck, and the man is laid dead ! 

Who put off his work till to-morrow. 




THE GUHiTY CONSCIENCE, AND PERFECT 

CURE. 

GT7ILTT conscience, who can bear? 
The monitor within. 
Will truth in every shape declare, 

And publish every sin. 
A g^ty conscience, who can bear 

The keen tormenting smart ? 
Which haunts the rebel every where, 

And cuts him to the heart ! 
The wounds inflicted by the same, 

In pangs of horror deep ; 
Are such as torture all his frame, 
Nor can he rest in sleep. 
2d 
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With solemn tone the larum rings. 

To warn him of his state ; 
And with its pointed arrow, stings 

The victim, soon or late. 
Whose midnight hours are pass'd in pain. 

From which has no release ; 
By day the conscience speaks again, 

Nor ever holds its peaee. 
The restless waves are never still, 

Casting up dirt and mire ; 
(The Scripture statement to fnMl ;) 

Pregnant with vengelol ire !— 
Thus raging ever in the breast. 

And peneteates the soul ; 
That never, never, can have rest, 

While endless ages roll. 
'Twill teaze, and gnaw, likewise corrode. 

As doth the oanker-wonn ; 
Terraqeous matter can't i^ord, 

A shelter in the storm. 
Then whither shall I move to be 

At liberty from sin ? 
And have my guilty conscience free^ 

From hellish rage withlnr 
The privilege of man is this. 

To quit his guilt on earth : 
By which to gain eternal bliss. 

Must have the second birth. 
And then the spirif^s evidence. 

Doth testify within : 
That Jesus Christ his sole defencey 

Hath pardon'd all his sin ! 



N 
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Then, is he of the boon possess' d» 
Which makes the storm a calm; 

The guilty conscience is at rest, 
From all impending harm. 




AND WHAT ABOUT FRIENDS > 

(ho know you possess a large bag full of gold. 
And a portion of excellent land ; 
With lack-'lustre eye do the mammon behold. 
And are anxious to hare it in hand. 

Then what about Mends, when they se« you go wrongs 
Will they state the default as a friend ? 

Or lull you to sleep in the same, with a song, 
TUl your practice brings life to an end. 

They'll let you slide on with the bottle in hand, 
You may drink of the poisonous glass ; 

That they may obtain all your money and land. 
Do allow the sad blunder to pass. 

Then, the bag they receive with all its contents, 
And the land in possession liiey have ; 

Except a wee portion the Sexton presents 
To the body, and that is the grave ! 

But what about friends, when the man is no morey 
Subject to their envious eye ? 
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They have got all he had, and lire on the storCf 
Not thinking they also must die ! 

And leave their possession to others, as he 

Pass'd away and left it to them ; 
Yet, something remains that eternal shall be, 

Immortal ! the soul is the gem ! 

The casket in which the same was contained. 

Has gone to a mortal decay ; 
The enemy thus, hath the victory gain'd. 

And he, may have lost the best day ! 

For want of reproof, and advice of a friend. 
With a heart that is right and sincere ; 

Who would honesty, truth, and charity blend. 
To point him the way he should steer. 

Devoid of duplicity, cunning, and gmle. 
Whose motive is wholesome and pure-; 

Nor varnish the iU, by a comical smile. 
That he may his treasure procure ! 



A MORAL PROTECTOR. 

WAiTT a protector, and that I must have, 
Through life, as I travail along, 
A bold one, a conqueror ! valiant and brave. 
Who never was known to do wrong ! 
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Whose word is the bond which is hol^ and pure ; 

Where council and wisdom combine ! 
With justice and equity, perfect and sure. 

To bear the impression divine. 
But one, in the universe ever was found 

To answer the character given ; 
Who conquer'd the world, by a prindplt sound ; 

And firm as the pillars of heaven ! 




'TIS ALL DECEPTION ! 

BIDE in the heart of man, would fain 
Importance arrogate 
Unto itself, nor dreading pain, 

From this illegal state. 
Where, nothing to the man belongs. 

But shame and sad disgrace ; 
By perpetration of the wrongs, 

Which mark his pallid face. 
Where is the wise ? where is the scribe } 

Where is the vain disputer ? 
'Mid light utopean flush to bribe 

Themselves, to gain a suitor. 
Or false applause, from whom they deem 

In rank of noble station ; 
Yet, hold them nothing in esteem. 

Except their approbation. 
The self deceiving path they tread, 

Who practice this deceit : 
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By ostentatioiis pomp are led. 

To call the bitter f weet 
Contrary to their wish or will. 

In error those remain ; 
The truth, by falsehood to fdlfil. 

Which terminates in pain. 
The humble soul alone is sure. 

To meet with approbation ; 
From him whose heart is always pure, ^ 

And fills the highest station ! 
In earth, and heaven, reigning supreme; 

None erer soar'd above ; 
He surely merits all esteem. 

Whose smile is life and love. 



A MOBAL QUEBT, ANSWEBED. 




^ull fifty years, and more, I've spent 
In service of the D^vil; 
And think it high time to repent 

Of all my former evil* 
'Tis ten to one, that fifty more 

I here remain on eartii, 
To pay on equal terms, the score 

Contracted from my birth. 
The good, the bad, the great, the small. 

The simple and the wise^ 
In this account have naught at all. 

Wherewith to equalize. 



:e; 
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For, if perchance I'm call*d away. 

The day before to-morrow ; 
Not one good deed* have I to pay ! 

The debt, I own with sorrow. 
If this be true, to it attend ; 

For Qodly sorrow works, 
Repentance,! that will gain a friend, 

Tho' sin in secret lurks : — 
Within the heart of man, we find 

The seat of every evil ; 
So prevalent to all mankind. 

In service of the D^vil. 
As Christ alone aton'd for sin. 

Our works can merit naught ; ^ 
Therefore in time we must begin 

To seek salvation, bought 
By him, to all the world a friend. 

Who died that each might live ; 
Altho' our sins we cannot mend. 

Yet Jesus doth forgive ! 



FRUITION. 




JHEN faith, and hope, in time shall cease to live. 
The day begins, which never ends in night : 
Those graces then, in fall fruition give 
Their sweetest joy, and permanent delight. 

* Ecolefiastes, oh. 7, v. 20. — Psalm 0Srd, y. 3. 
t II. Cor. ch. 7th, v. 10th. 
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Beyond all pristme beauty, to aspire 

In labyrinths high, and dignifi'd above ! 
To shine in lustre, 'mid seraxyhk fire, 

Enkindl'd by the flame of p^lect love. 
In that thrice blest abode of none create, 

Superb, unequal, never endii]^ store ; 
Where each shall occupy their own estate ! 

Nor known, or seen, or occupied befwe. 
Extent of which, and worth, we cannot count ; 

And yet the whole to man, is freely given. 
That he may thus enjoy, and soaring mount 

On seraph's wings, to Qabriel's seat in heaven ! 
Nay, far beyond those dignitaries move. 

For whom the costly sacrifice was not ; 
Or needed in the courts of heaven above. 

Where garments ne'er were tainted with a spot. 
To mar their happiness, in bliss superb ; 

Who range elysian fields for ever green. 
And bask beneath the most efiulgent orb ! 

'Mid splendour, and magnificence serene ! 
This is the state in which the blessed shine. 

When faith, and hope in Christ, their end obtain 
And by the resurrective power divine, 

In full fruitive glory to remain ! 




WBIGHI'S POEMS. 49 



THE FIRST POEM EVER MADE OF ORIGINAL 

MATTER * 



f 




OBDEBy AND SUBLIMITY! 



)HE author of this world hath made, 
Of matter felt and seen ; 
Poetic verse, within the shade 
Where Chaos once did reign. 

The massive, coarse, materials lay. 

Fast bound in her domains : 
Till all her strings were made to play. 

And sound their sweetest strains ! 

The earth's foundations form the base, 

The tenor is the sea : 
The air or wind is in the case, 

To raise the harmony ! 

The morning stars in concert join, 

The sun, and moon combine ; 
To play their part in nature's tune, 

And each alternate shine ! 

Producing all the world contains, 

A splendid music ball ! 
And nothing of it now remains. 

But what is good for all. 

* This Stanza was suggested on hearing a sermon preached by 
the Rev. J. Ibbetson, in the Parish Church, Ayton, Nov. 23rd, 
1856, on opening a new and powerful Organ, munilioently presented 
by George Marwood, Esquire, Bosby Hall. 
E 
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So said the author of tlie same, 
Whmi he compds'd the pibcd'; 

And stamp'd thereon hiahonor'd name. 
To last, when time shall cease ! 

True time in music bears the palm, 

Wh6re every part is bee ; 
Then each are consonant to chJanh 

Mankind, by land or sea. 

No discord Weis there erer heaid. 

The rhythm is eorfect; 
By continuity of word, 

'Tu known by its e€eet» 

The God of liature, doth dis^>iehile 
Wisdom, to make its wise ; 

In this, the master poem, Mvitehte 
Our minor music ri^e. 

But, let us trace the seasons, where 
We have a grand display ! 

Of order, harmony, and care. 
Revolving night and day. 

While in a sweet perennial ihhre. 

They surely glide along; 
Conducted by the powers abdte. 

To whom they all belong. 

» The spring in verdant green is dad, 
With floVrs of vari'd hue ; 



Which make H^p h^^t oimf^ ^ glwi, 
The picture t^vy; tp ytewt 

Then comes the mnfmen loonthfi mUk heat, 

Maturing all that grows ; 
Which makes the bud, tho' bitter, sweet ; 

And charpMRg fr»tft l^QntQW, 

On f^vjsfj Uviiig oreattotcb Y^iea 

Tbe i^uttmn lacsaths 9U9cei»d:, 
Our graneries are stored then, 

To give us winter feed. — 

While Isiurly., bitter blasts prevail. 

And raging billaws roll ; 
Sweet poetry is in the gale, 

Sounding f|95» Pftte to pgl^ I 

The feather'^ 1||i))e, (dl i^;Euetat9 

Grand iifttuw'^ ge^'ral ^ong; 
Who never lo9t th^ir imt estl^te^ 

Or sweet Wbilia» teUgV}© ; 

With which the seasons hannonise, 

Our pleasure to enhaaute ; 
Who, in the scale of being rise 

By order, '/ not by chance IM 

This orgf^ii f ou^4^ tt^roug^pi^t ^,e Stfige 

Of humimi life, fis Tf eU 
In youth, in wV^kPP^i 9Xki pl4 ftge, 

Terraqu^an mn^ic bell I 
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Thus, nature's poem is complete, 

Without one jarring string ; 
What in the world can be more sweet : 

When all unite to sing ? — 

MOBAL. 

"lis harmony, when rightly understood. 
Apparent dissonance educing good ; 
The planets, orbs, and all conspire to raise. 
The song of order, to their author's praise ! 



THE HIGHEST PITCH OF MORALITY, BY 
CUSTOM FAMILIARIZED. 




psTOM, a second nature is ; 
By habit some acquire 
A peevish, surly, sickly phiz. 

Which none can much admire. 
Habituate yourselves to smile 

With pleasing manly grace ; 
Not with hypocrisy and g^e, 

But shew an honest face. 
This feature, manifest without ; 

Exemplified within ; 
Will rid the mind of every doubt. 

Likewise of every sin. 
Hereby, promote the gentle calm. 

Which brings a lasting peace ; 
In gen'rous actions ever warm. 

And good-wiU never cease ! 
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Your conscience clear without offence, 

Alike to God and man ; 
By whic)i ypu l^arbpiir jyp prjQt?QCe» 

£ut use the honest plan. 
This principle in practise, xnu^ 

Familiarize the ^a^e, 
And all your tr^c will h^ just. 

In whatsoi^Yfer ga^e. 
Sheer petula^Cje, and dj^content, 

Must all be ipjie aivay ; 
And then you^ comfort '^ill aog^e^t 

In practise eyery day. 
Peace^'and goo^-will are ever ne<i^ ; 

An easy swe/&t reply, 
Is bejjer than the roijigh an<)l ^u/ef^r, 

Which gender ^f^ tl^ereby. 
Virtue^ in wisdom's ways wi^ fj^^w 

The man, a lovely ci;€i94mre ! 
Striving to put fin (end to woe. 

In word, in ^ed, and feature. 
Upright in heart, in life, and wijl» 

Your way to gjlory pAVie I 
Whereby you e^ulfirte the skill 

And practise of the ,brave. 
This second natv^^, ^^^^ you f^w^d, 

Which custom doth .car^at^ i 
If bas'd on virtues soli4 grqund, 

It forms your best e^te ! 
Then practice truth, wi^ihQut 4^Ja7, 

And tftms fainiliarizQ 
Yo\ir§^, in yil;t^e8 Ipvcjly.wayj 

In you);]^j le^xn to;be wi^e ! 

2£ 
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OCULAK DEMONSTRATION. 




^0H£ men have eyes, who cannot see ; 
While some have none, who can ; 
This Problem I'll disclose to thee, 

The mind's the eye of man ! 
Yet some have mind, who will not think. 

Of aught to do them good. 
At best adyice will often wink. 

And spoil their mental food. 
The table's set, and neatly spread. 

With every dainty, free. 
To suit the living, (not the dead,)— 

Who feign they cannot see. 
There^s none so deaf as those, who wont 

Adhere to what is said ; 
Tho', when they would, perhaps they can't ;. 

The music organ's fled ! 
And then they'll ask, what did you say, 

I thought I heard a noise ? 
Through inattention, or delay. 

Have lost superior joys. 
But now, 'tis over late to hear. 

Or see, or even think. 
Calamities will soon appear ; 

Then, who shall laugh and wink ? 
Ocular Qents, with boasting, say — 

We hear and see, " all's right" — 
Tho' they in darkness spent the day,. 

And now, behold, 'tis night ! 
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PROFESSION. 

I^^AK you profess the Christan name, 
Who harbour in your breast, 
A disposition for the game, 

Which Christians all detest ? 
You're educated, sir, but where ? — 

Were you in College bred ? 
And did yoii get your lessons there. 

To furnish heart and head ? 
Collegians, some are apt to think. 

Obtain whatever they need. 
Just there, and scarce have time to link, 

Good matter with the seed. 
Their station's fixt, and off they run, 

To sow the same " broad-cast ;*' 
Who think, at start, the work is done. 

Bring empty sheaves, at last. 
A Minister, you may be here, 

Well tutor'd in the College ; 
And yet, for want of wisdom, steer 

Contrary to your knowledge. 
Let man be what he does profess. 

And truth improve the same ; 
Then honesty will not caress, 
. A useless, empty name. 
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THE GHOST OF COATHAM GREEN. 




G^EAT big lad was much afreud^ 
Hobgoblins there were seen— 
(As some old people oft have sud) 
Prancing on Cpat}iam green. 

The lad was sat in chimney-nook, 

Affecting there to read ; 
Attention soon was from the book, 

His heart began to bleed. 

He knew the work that he'd to do, 
Would subject him to fright. 

For he'd to go with boot or shoe 
To Redcar, late at night. 

So now from old Tom Cooper's shop. 

He started off forsooth : 
Nor could he half a moment stop. 

His heart beat to his mouth. 

Full speed he ran, the night was dark, 
His feet scarce touch' d the ground ; 

For still in yiew he kept the mark, 
And quickly look'd around. 

While appantioDS M'd ^e mind 
Of this deluded lad^ 
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With passions strong, and reason blind. 
Enough to make him mad. 

Full half a mile had he to go. 

But wasn't he afraid ? 
While things were prancing too and fro, 

A monster there was laid ; 

O'er which he fell, it roar'd amain. 

The asses loudest bray ; 
Tremendous sound, now echo'd round ; 

John up, and ran away. 

For when he saw its lugs upright, 

And felt its hairy skin. 
Both it, and he, were in a fright, 

Tho' neither caught by sin. 

His bundle from his bosom flew. 

No time had he to stop. 
But dick'd, and ran, for well he knew, 

That he was from his shop. 

His courage rose, and hope reYiVd, 

Tho' nearly out of breath ; 
He thought those folks had just contriv'd 

To frighten him to death. 

From this you learn that simple youth. 

Are credulous indeed ; 
But while I do elicit truth, 

Attend to what you read. 
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This naveativa is at^ted ckar ; 

Without a fictious joint ; 
That each may by the compasa steer, 

And mark the finest point. 

'Tis three scoze years since this ocour^d, 
And I've the subject seen ; 

Who told me all that you have heard, — 
Remember Coathiun Otee^ ! 



A MODEST, THO' VERY NEEDFUL REQUEST 
OF A SON TO HIS FATHER IN LAW. 




^osT revereiid, nckueh respected sire, 
Full twenty pounds I do require 
Of you, who can the same command. 
To liberate my fettered hand. 
For want of which, I donnant lay. 
Nor e'er can travel on my way-e^n 
To sell the goods I cannot get ; 
Without the cash, I'm nearly bet. 
So here at anchor I remain. 
Till money starts me off again s 
Now, if your will be one with mine, 
The small request you won't decline. 
If not, yott may be sure of this. 
The talent, buri'd, is amiss ; 
By none improvement of your store, 
You'll lose the sum, i^d get no mtae. 



J'. 



But, if ybu llsf en to t^e 6all 

Of Him, the owner of us ail. 

The interest, with like sum you'll get ; 

He'll not allow us ix> be hit. 

Who owns the silver and the gold, 

By which, good things are bought and^sold ; " 

And, as he's fumish'd you Nvith soeh/ 

You must not think I ask too much. 

To grant the same, as I teqUeBt^ 

And leave to you, and God, the rest. 

Who bids you now, to others do, 

As you'd have others do toiyou. 




THE BUSY-Bai>Y, AND SELP-OONCIEITED. 

(ho meddles Vdth hi&'^^lMMt'B Stork, 
And quite neglects his own ; 
Will never use the raiie and fork. 
Nor have his Hallow 8o#n. 

This factious man can never reit, 

Contented in his station ; 
Disconsolate, and sore opprest 

Is he, without occasion. 

Oft, in society you'll find 

This sad tormenting pest— 
With language, anything but kind. 

Whose heart's a filthy nest. 
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Tho' " right in all his ways," no doubt 

He fancies he is pore — 
On him, instructions tell for naught, 

He has no faults to cure I 

" Self righteous men'' are ever clean, 
And good in their own eyes — 

Just in this character is seen— 
The fool, who thinks he's wise. 

Thus, to the jaundic'd eye appear 

The vari'd colours one, — 
Altho' it seems so vague and queer. 

The sense of sight is gone. 

All faults, they see by others done ; 

But can't discern their own — 
And thus deluded, travel on. 

Till cataracts are grown. — 

A pellicle to say the least. 

Doth coyer half his eye : 
On whose sleek forehead " mark the beast," 

Which kills him on the sly ! 

Avoid the same, my Mends, while you. 

Have eyes wherewith to see. 
Now, give to each the credit due^ 

And let your neighbours be. 
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A WINTER PIECE. 

JHo' Winter's surly blast may blow, 
And vend its spleen on me, 
I, brighter scenes shall surely know, 

Than those we mortals see. 
Yon hoary mountains boldly stand. 

Out-riding every storm ! 
And take the bitter blast by hand, 

Co-partner in the firm. 
Yea, aU the " Hills," are clad in white ! 

And rob'd from top to toe ; 
Studded with pearly drops, (so bright,) 

Which dazzle all below. — 
Keen blows the wind, o'er sea and land 

" Boreas" holds the sway ! 
By him, who hath the sole command, 

Creating night and day. 
The fruit — ^the Fir tree, and the Pine, 

Whose sap lay under ground. 
In white habiliments do shine. 

All trimm'd with frost around. 
While in the vaUey here below. 

So splendid is the view ! 
The earth is cover'd o'er with snow. 

The eaves are pearly dew. — 
The Bird with plaintive note is heard. 

While rustling winds alarm. 
The stalled Ox, the bell'wing herd, ' 

And rustics on the Farm, 
r 
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Thus, tbo' the elements combine, 

And every prottpect blight : 
A better subject now be mine, 

" The day succeeds the night."— 
Behold, bleak winter has gone past ! 

The Sim begins to peep. 
And spread his rays with brilliant cast ; 

All nature wakes from sleep. 
Now, spring arrives, and all appears 

In bloom, and beauty fair ! 
Dispeling carping doubts, and fears ; 

'Mid sweet salubrious air. 
Here, all the Feather-tribe rejoice. 

And hail the simny day — 
Wherein is heard the Cuckoo's voice. 

As in the month of May. 
They serenade their sweet abodes. 

In flow'ry verdure clad ; 
While all the scenery affords 

Occasion to be glad. 
Altho' their tongue was nearly mute, 

Each now rejoice to see. 
The earth has swallow'd winter's suit ! 

And set her captives free. 
Sol, " in the southern hemisphere," 

Doth cast a brilliant eye, 
" On every Island,'' far, and near ; 

And shall I tell you why ? 
The Lord of Lords, and King of Kings ! 

Our benefactor, he — 
Who rides above, on seraph's wings, 

And rules both land and sea. 
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The wind and storm, his voice obey ; 

And all the Frost and Snow, 
Own his supremacy and sway, 

At whose command they thaw. 
The elements are in his hand, 

Yea, he controls the whole 
Who bid on heaps the waters stand, 

And in an instant fall ! 
Here, while the blast of life may blow, 

With Winter's pinching smart ; 
Let lis this lesson learn, and know. 

What thaws the frozen heart ! 
Above terraqueous things may we, 

Look up to him who said, 
'* Stretch forth thy wither'd hand to me," 

Who rais'd to life, the dead. 
True faith we now must exercise 

In Christ, calFd forth to prove, 
And test the virtue of the wise : 

Who live, and hope, and love. 
A soul within, each have to save, 

Nature must change her form ! 
Ere we the bitter blast can brave ; 

And out-ride every storm.— 
The sun of righteousness shall rise. 

With healing on his wings ! 
To claim the Church '* his only prize. 

Who, free salvation brings." 
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ALEXANDER THE GREAT, AND THE LARGE 

APPLE! 




|iiCE and talent, improy'd, gives comfort to all 
Mankind, who in duty delight — 
Tho' since the the first Adam, fell ill with his fall. 
This world is an apple we bite. 

And each have a taste for it, bitter or sweet. 
Who drive in their own polished wedge ; 

Will toss it, and catch it, and bruise it to eat. 
And set the young teeth quite on edge. 

Hoarding up, dividing, or parceling out, 

A shadow they cannot retain ; 
The wealthy possessor shall own it is nought. 

The bubble is bursting again ! 

Behold Alexander, who conquer* d the world. 

Wherein he was conquer' d at last ! 
By the wind, which to him the message unfarl'd. 

Nor could he bear imder the blast. 

The grace of contentment, can not be obtained, 

From any terraqueous stuff! 
Hear witness ! the Monarch himself, when he gain'd 

The world, and he hadn't enough. 

The internal jewel was never found there, 

Anxiety fiU'd him with pain ; 
For he sat down and wept, worn out in despair ! 

And never could rally again. — 
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THE SOLITUDENARIAN. 

j^sH, happy state ! in " solitude" let me 

Enjoy the sweets of contemplation grand, 
From all the vague and vulgar thoughted, free — 

To choose, and take true friendship by the hand. 
Here, love in shady lone retirement. 

Produces pleasure, good-will, and delight, 
While heart and mind have peace with true content ! 

Thus exercis'd by day, rest well at night. 
Inspir'd by noble sentiment, to rise 

Above low thoughted vice, and paltry joy ; 
To mount on earth, and soar above the skies — 

Where nothing can tranquility annoy. 
And while in " solitude '* we learn forsooth 

To sound the lyre, and sing our Maker's praise ! 
Who nourish virtue at the breast of truth, 

Shall thrive, and grow, in wisdom's lovely ways ! 
Affliction's bitter cup is sweeten' d here — 

And morbid passions of the soul, abate : 
While motives of the heart, are all sincere ! 

In this delightful, " solitary state !" — 
The thorny paths of life, are strew'd with flowers, 

And balmy sweets, perfume tKe murky shade : 
While in those happy, free, sequester' d bowers. 

Enjoy the music of the serenade ! 
Ah, lovely " solitude !^' the lone retreat !— 

I long with thee society to form ; 
Where friendship, love, and truth, together meet. 

And drive far hence, the low'ring, pendant, storm. 
2f 
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Secluded from the public maze, she rides ! 

Or walks retir'd, with her beloved mate. 
And moves anon, with vivid, rapid strides : 

To shut, or ope' the muse^ palace gate ! 
Admitting none but those whom both approve ; 

Whose conversation suits the nobly great ! 
Sublime, in honor ; dignity, and love 

Her sole delight is, on the same to wait. 
Altho' the rustling winds, (without,) may howl- 
Within, he has the boon which comfort yields ! 
This grand, unique, embellishment of soul. 

Displays its lustre in the mental fields. — 
Ah, lovely '^ solitude !" at home with thee, 

I'm quite agre'd to contemplate the muse ; 
And in her chambers lodge, where all is free ! 

With " Nature's book," at leisure to peruse. 
May I such company encourage bere ! 

As is alone befitting man to keep : — 
Discarding doubt, distress, and morbid fear, 

Rejoic'd awake, and sooth'd in balmy sleep. 
The noblest faculties of mind, thereby 

Refresh'd, refin'd, enlaig'd, within the bow'r,— - 
With golden wings to rise, and mount on high ! 

Prepar'd to court the muse, and pluck the flow'r. 
Which springs in every thought, with love combined ! 

While all the passions are con troll' d, in peace : 
And thus, the tenor of the human mind 

Is held secure, where pleasures never cease ! — 
The prowess of the soul, is all awake. 

With energetic strength its way pursue. 
In lovely fields of &uit, of which partake. 

And thus, again the faculties renew. 
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So bless'd is '* solitude/' to those who mark 

The proper time, to court her winiung smiles ; 
Nor ever seek their pleasures in the dark — 

Where ills, oft menace, and deceit begmles. 
High privileged is man, with golden days ! 

Wherein, he may with all his ransom' d pow'rs, 
Delighted, sing ! his great Redeemer's praise. 

Mounting on *' seraphs wings," his spirit tow'rs ! — 
In " solitude" the world is best shut out. 

To entertain the honor'd " Prince of Peace !'* 
Who, for us, every solid comfort bought : 

And will'd the same, by one perpetual lease. — 
To those who prove it by the standard test. 

His own new name he gives, likewise the seal ; 
To shew that man, is now, and ever bless'd ! 

This truth, the virtuous know, and see, and feel. 



it 



THE CLEVELAND FEAST, PREPARED ! 

^lE Cleveland, in Yorkshire, of which I will sing. 
And speak of her splendoric fame ! 
Enhancing the treasure of Peasant and King, 

Who honour Proprietor's name. 
But, let us commence with her eminent hills. 

Thence, survey the valley below. 
Where rivers in torrents, and sweet flowing rills, 

'Suscitate the riches we grow. 
In our gardens and fields^ so mountainous bound I 

Abundance of Fruit doth appear ; 
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Fertility marks all the Landscape around, 

And we have the benefit here. 
So nirallj situate, not in the dark, 

" The Paradisiacal spot !" 
Resounds with the mtisical notes of the Lark, 

And Birds in the grove and the grot, 
While the rays of the Sun obliquely may shine, 

And tinge the grand scenery around ; 
The prospect of all is assuredly mine. 

When love in the centre is found. 
These high tow'ring " Hills," are with riches replete ! 

The Author of which hid in store— 
For us, in addition to every thing sweet ; 

What could he have done for us more ? 
Predicted we have, " Isaiah foretold," 

That the hills so barren, should be 
A source of much fruit, which now we behold. 

In " Cleveland," the top of the tree ! 
No more need I say on this topic, I'm sure, 

Th' inhabitants see, know, and feel. 
All the comforts of life are now made secure. 

To those who appreciate weal. 
This demands gratitude, the spring of content. 

And mother of all we possess ! 
Which ever gives birth to the principal lent, 

But never will harbour distress. 
The Father of all we enjoy is the Lord, 

Sole maker of Heaven and Earth, 
Who winds up the same, with the union cord. 

And love is the handmaid at birthl 
Where Faith, Hope, and Charity, ever combine. 

True happiness is the result ; 
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And in her embraces, who wouldn't but shine, 

As stars in the heav'nly vault. 
A wonderful Progeny ever shall bear 

The badge of the honored and free ; 
And none but the blessed on earth shall be there, 

To enjoy the fruit of the Tree. 
Altho' the bright Canaan is bounded by seas, 

And the swellings of Jordan arise ; 
All the universe now, may come if they please, 

And cleave the good land for a prize I 




THE PATHETIC INQUIRY. 

(hebe are the friends that to me were so d^ar ? 

Long, long ago^ 
Where is the hope that my heart us'd to cheer ? 

Long, long ago,— 
Friends whom I loVd, in the grave are laid low, 
Hopes that I cherish'd, are meandering woe. 
Where are the comforts, to -me then so dear ? 

Long, long ago. 

Bright shone the day, and the sky was so clear ! 

Long, long ago— 
Love in my bosom, dispel' d morbid fear 

Long, long ago.— 
Friends all around me, did smile on their way, 
Those whom I met then, would nod time o' day ; 
Where are the comforts, to me held so dear ? 

Long, long ago ! — 
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Loud call'd the Cuckoo, in spring of the year. 

Long, long ago,— 

Sweet sang the birds then, so charming to hear ; 

Long, long ago. — 

Where is the music, that rang through the vale ? 

Where sounds the echo ! on wings of the gale. 

Where are the pleasures to me then so dear ? 

Long, long ago. 

Where are the Babes, which around me did play ? 

Long, long ago ;— 
Likewise the Prattler, that father did say. 

Long, long ago. — 
Sweet were the accents which fell from his lip. 
While, on the green grass, where he us'd to trip : 
Where are the comforts, to me then so dear ? 

Long, long ago. 

All these, are far fled, (nor will they return ;) 

Long, long ago,— 

Left me in sadness, and sorrow, to mourn. 

Long, long ago. — 

Ah, my dear Partner, hath fled from me too ! 

Nothing is left, for to solace me now : 

Where are the friends, that my heart us'd to cheer ? 

Long, long ago. 

Lay hold on comfort " The Father '* hath giv'n ! 

Long, long ago,— 

" Jesus your Friend," (came direct down from heav'n !) 

Long, long ago.—- 
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All you possess then, in him is the store ! 
More than I've mentioned, abundantly more : 
Comfort is there, which the heart used to cheer 

Long, long ago. 



A BIRTH-DAY PRESENT, 

(tH£ FAIHEB's blessing,) to HENUT QEOIiaS Bi^BWICK, 
ESQ., WHITBY, BOBN JUNE 21, J.849. 




(ND didst thou reach the longest day, 
That moment thou was bom ? 
Then shall I ask, (without delay,) 

Art thou of evil shorn ? 
The answer is, no doubt of that ; 

The Babe in Bethlehem, 
Was bom, and liv'd,.and died,. for what • 

Is term'd " the precious gem/'— 
'Twas Christ who did redeem thy sioul 

From eyery native sin ; 
That thou might drink the crystal bowl ; 

With fountain fix'd within.-*- 
To every child of maahe gave 

A portion of his spirit ; 
To profit by, the soul to save ! 

And life, and bliss inherit. 
This privilege is thine, my Child, 

Through grace alone 'tis giv'n 
Thy name is on the pagef fil'd, 

And ratified in heav'n ! 
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The twenty-first of June, gave birth 

To thee, my only son ; 
Now station'd on this Planet, (Earth,) 

Thy heavenly course to run. 
So ran that thou obtain the prize. 

The pearl of greatest price ; 
Where Sun's immortal ever rise ! 

On Wisdom's merchandise. 
Thus then, '< the longest day/' to thee. 

Is realized indeed ! 
And joys eternal, ever be 

PMsess'd, in time of need. 



THE FATHER'S SOLICITUDE. 




!hsk shall I long to share with thee 
In thy unique estate ? 
Where happiness shall ever be, 

And bliss can ne'er abate. 
But what am I now speaking of : 

Is this the fruit of earth ? 
Or is it the product of Love, 

Commencing with its birth ? 
And who is he, who thus can speak. 

Of comfort, joy, and peace ? 
A worm, whom Jesus " came to seek," 

T' enjoy its vast increase ! 

Then will I strive for this to-day, 
Or it may be too late : 
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As time and tide can never stay ! 

Nor on a mortal wait) 
To-day, before to-morrow's sun, 

I may be calFd away ; 
And then th' estate is lost, or won ; 

Throughout the longest day.— 
I now have reached my fortieth year ; 

The central age of man ; 
In vigour, and in health appear ! * 

Tho' life is but a span. 
My longest day has just gone by 

I'm verging down the hill : 
The wheels pf life, (so often dry !) 

Will soon be standing still. 
The oil of grace, can only give, 

Impetus to the soul : 
(That when this body dies,) to live ! 

And drink the crystal bowl. 
The three score years and ten may be. 

My full allotment here ; 
But should I not that number see : 

I'll have my passport clear ! — 
As now, my vessel is in time, 

Tho' on the ocean toss'd ; 
'Tis bound for yon superior clime. 

Where, not one soul is lost ! 
This gives me consolation sweet, 
• My captain's at the helm ! 
Altho' cross winds, and tempests meet, 

My vessel, can't o'erwhelm,— 
I've rcul'd, and built up many a ship. 

To cross the Adantic ocean ; 

G 
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And launcli'd the same from off my slip : 

To gain an earthly portion. 
I cannot tell the number cross'd, 

The equinoctial line ! 
Nor yet the men or vessels lost : 

Which once I counted mine.-~ 
But, thanks to God, my little bark 

Wherein the " Gem " is found ! 
Possessesnnuch, the vital spark. 

To " Canaan" now is bound.— 
Blow, breezes blow, in gentle gales, 

And waft the Cargo on ; 
To where the Harbour never fails ; 

Secur'd by three in one. 

HOBiLL. 

The vessel that sails on the ocean of time : 
Is sure to be wrecked in the end ! 

Tho^ the crew may obtain a heavenly clime. 
With Jesus, their captain and friend ! 



ILLEGAL TAXATION ON PROVIDENCE, AND 
PRESUMPTIVE SELF-BOASTING. 




|[ANKiKD are very apt to boast, 
When fortunes smiles are gay ; 
And give themselves a splendid toast. 
Thus, we have won the day !* 

* Jeremiah, ch. 9th, ▼. 23rd. 
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By artful schemes, nor mean and low ; 

We stand above the rest, 
Who make a turgid glit'ring show ! 

We've feather' d well our nest— 
And thus, in arrogance and pride. 

Attribute every good 
Unto themselves, and none beside 1 

This fact is understood.* 
With all, a portion they have not, 

To give unto the poor ; 
But quickly drive them off their spot : 

To beg from door to door. 
Tho' when reverse of fortune takes 

Possession of their store ; 
The morbid sense so quickly wakes ! 

Which slept too long before. 
Now, half stagnated at the change. 

They rub their eyes to see ! 
And think the circumstance so strange, 

Wond'ring how this can be I 
They lay the blame on men, and things, 

But never think of this ; 
** That Nature has her secret springs," 

Nor can she do amiss.— 
Nevertheless, such will contend, 

That Providence is wrong ; . 
Which might the subject vastly mend ; 

And never use the thong. 
This, they consider cruel then 

To bring them to their senses ; 

* Deateronomy, oh. 8th, t. 17th. 
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For thej axe juat, and honest men ; 

But cannot pay expenses.— 
As sttchj they think the charge is due. 

From those who wealth possess ! 
And pinch them, with the magic screw ; 

Wisdom, can not do less.— 
Just so, thy judgment now eeema right. 

Examine well thyself ; 
Then lure kind ProTidence to bite. 

The man possessed of pelf. 
Thou art the man, *' The very man I* 

Who boasted of thy store," 
So he who gave, must use his Can, 

And cast it on the shore. 
In ostentatious pomp and pride. 

Thy standard didst thou raise I 
The way of Proyideace deride ; 

And arrogate his praise ! 

HOBAI.. 

Submit thyself unto God's will ! 

And let *' Him'' wcnrk his way, 
Contented, when put through the drill ; 

As in the sunny day, — 
With tlvanks unto his blessed name. 

To whom all praise is due ; 
And spread abroad Jehoi^ah's fame ! 

Nor ever have to rue. 

* BerelatioQ*, cb. 3rd. ▼. I7tb. 
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RUSTIC COURTSHIP. 

IN IKE YOBKSHIBE DIAI.EOT. 

TUNE — Dumble dum deary. 




lSI New Year's Day, ah's happy to say, 
'^Ah posted meirily on my way ; 
And went a courtin, te me Nan' ! 
As Ah thowt Ah was ony man. 

GHOBUB. — 

Ah'll win the day, Ah'll win the day : 
If all gangs reet, Ah'll wb the day ! 

Ah gat tiv her house afoor 'twere leet. 
Says she te me, we'r lucky te meet, 
Thou really maks mah heart sea glad ; 
Come in, and sit te doon mah lad. 

Ah'll win, &G. 

And thus sed Ah, if thoo inclahn ! 
This varra day Ah'll mak te mahn ! 
For Ah can Plew, an Ah can Sow, 
An Ah can Reap, an Ah can Mow I 

Ah'll win, &c. 

Sea, noo mah lass, thoo hes a good chance, 
Thah fortune this day to enhance ; 
This privilege is suerly tha-n, 
A reciprocity is mahn. 

Ah'll win, &c. 
2a 
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Ah've Hoose, an staff, an iverj thing, 
Thoo nobbut need thysel' to bring ; 
Ah've Teablesy Chaars, an yah good Bed, 
An noo, Ah think Ah's fit te wed ! 

Ah'U win, &c. 

Here's ten breet SoVrins,-(odd te hand,) 
They're! all thy oan, at thy command ; 
For Munny's nout CQmpaur'd te thee ! 
An Ah'll eh thoo, if thoo'll eh me. 

Ah'U win, &c. 

Then Nancy leakt him up in't feace. 
An thowt it wer a whooapful kease ! 
As all he sed was just fpoint ! 
He niver spak without a joint. 

Ah'll win, &c. 

His teal throuf-out was understood. 
An all he sed, was yarra good ; 
An now, thowt she, (while t'Iron's yat,) ^ 
Ah'll strike, or mebby Ah's rue for that ! 

Ah'll win, &c. 

Sea now, she spak a bonny word ; 
Thah subject, Johnnie, Ah hev heard. 
An if thah heart be fiU'd we Love, 
Thoo's eh thah choice, ma Turtle-Dove. 

CHonvs — 
Thoo'U win the day, thoo'U win the day, 
Mah hunney lad, thoo'U win the day ! 
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Bud duz te drink, or duz to smoke ? 

Or duz te snuff, or duz te joak ? 

If thoo addicted be te thease 

Ah'm suer thoo can't mah fancy please ! 

CHOEXrS— 

Thoo'll loss the day, thoo'U loss the day, 
Mah canny lad, thoo'll loss the day I, 

Ah niver like te boast a deal, 
Bud if thoo hes a spinnin wheel, 
Ah'U sit beside te iwery neet. 
An then thoo'll see at all gangs reet. 

CHOBTTS— 

Ah'li win the day, Ah'U win the day. 
Ma bonny lass, Ah'U win the day. 

There^s yah thing mare ah meant forgit; 
Wer ages Ah an't tell'd ye yit ; 
Te-day, me Nan is sweet neenteen ! 
An Ah eh forty years seen ! 

CHOBT7S— 

Ah'U win the day, Ah'll win the day, 
If all gangs reet, Ah'li win the day.—' 
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THE COURTSHIP ENDED. 

THE FBIYILEGE 07 THE WEDDED FAIB. 




|et all young people who incline. 
In virtue, love, and truth, to shine ; 
Consider well, ere they decide, 
To be a Bridegroom or a Bride. 
Nor ever rashly take in hand, 
What wont the test of Scripture stand ; 
Then, both the sexes join in one, 
Thus, hand in hand they travel on : 
Assistance to each other give. 
Content and happy while they live ; 
And when they quit this mortal stage, 
Triumphant, each shall then engage ; 
And join the marriage feast above, 
Where all is harmony and love. 
And now, if each would win the day. 
For which, all other days (we say,) 
Were made, must here at once begin. 
And part with every darling sin : 
Then enter on my list of friends. 
Where comfort never, never ends ; 
The New Year's Day is then begun ! 
Which, at commencement we have won. 
The Courting subject now is o'er. 
Enjoyment is for ever more : 
The Bride, and Bridegroom in display. 
Each, with each other, won the day ! 
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THE MISTAKE ! 




y) 



iisTAKEs, and blunders, once were termed 
The privilege in vogue ! 
And thus, by Parliament confirm'd, 

Which made the fool, a rogue.— 
'Tis eighty-six long years ago, 

When '* Mansfield's " speech was made, 
(Amongst the Peers, against the foe ;) 

On privilege parade. 
The Legislators, had a claim, 

CaU'd liberty and right ; 
Where coachmen, (servants of the same,) 

Must not go out to fight. 
So far, so good, but let us look, 

A little farther still ; 
If they are in a tradesman's book ; 

Not bound to pay th« biU ! 
Because protected by my lord, 

A Legislator free ; 
Altho' he better can afford. 

To pay his debts, than me.<— 
Yet, legal debts must all be paid, 

In high, as lower station ; 
Or privilege will retrograde, 

And sink, in degradation. 
So dignifi'd as all are now. 

With privilege in hand ; 
Will move the hat, and make a bow. 

To nobles of the land ! 
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Where this is right, it pleases much. 
The due exchange to make ; 

Altho' we seem to honor such, 
'Tis happen a mistake ! 

HOBAL. 

" Let yea, be yea ; and nay, be nay '" 

I'd rather never bow, 
As leave my legal debts to pay. 

To make a splendid show! 



CANNY YATTON, UNDER JIOSEBERRY- 

TOPPING ! 

THE LANDLORD AND BBEWEB ! ! ! — ^A CIYIL WAB. 




^K Ayton village, lives two men, 
Of decent reputation ; 
Tho' you may think contrary, when 

You know their occupation. 
Tom sells brown stout, which Dicky brews. 

By boiling hops and barley ; 
They drink, and sell, and read the news. 

That comes both late and early. 
These men, were bred up in the trade. 

And thought it very good ! 
Till deep conviction wrought, and made 

The matter imderstood. 
By dreams, and visions of the night, 

The truth is sometimes known ; 



I 
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When horrid deeds are brought to light, 

And mysteries are shown ; 
Just so with Tom who said, he had 

A solemn warning given ; 
'* A man by drinking, ran clean mad ! 

And miss'd his way to heaven. — 
This thought engag'd his panting breast. 

And fill'd him with dismay ; 
Am I the man, excluded guest ; 

And shall I miss my way ? 
Just as we sow, we soon shall reap : 

And what will be the crop ? 
I've through the. vista, had a peep, 

Base traffic, now I'll drop. 
Determin'd, while I have a chance, 

To do my duty here ; 
Nor condemnation to enhance. 

By vending Ale and Beer, 
Or any other poisonous stuff, 

Which robs man of his reason ; 
It is the case, Dick, sure enough. 

Let's take the hint in season."— 
Said he to Tom, '< I can't but think, 

A vast of brass we've made, 
By brewing up, and selling drink ; 

It is a famous trade ! 
Ten thousand pounds you've made, they say, 

With body round and stout ; 
Which soon may sink, and die away. 

And then it's good for nought.— 
The '' Old Oak Tree" may happen fall, 
On some unlucky day ; 
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You lose your crop, the stock and all 

Must wither and decay."— 
'' Well Dick, when that may be, who knows ? 

Thou brews this horrid stuff! * 
Which strikes so many deadly blows, 

And makes the path so rough. — 
We've traded thus together long. 

And drank a vast ourselyes ; 
By which to swell the wretched throng. 

Of Satan and his elves.— 
Thy case is quite as bad as mine ; 

If thou will cease to brew, 
I'll then pull down my Public Sign, 

And never, never rue,"— 
A verse Tom wish'd me to compose. 

Which I shall now relate ; 
'* His house on Sabbath Days he'd close. 

Nor lay the poisonous bait." 
Thus would he try to mend his plan. 

As he'd found out ike evil ; 
He'd act the part so worthy man^ 

And cheat the very Ddvil. 
Tom laugh'd right hearty at the song, 

So much delighted, he 
Would plaster'd up before 'twere long, 

That every one might see. 
Ere this was done the brewer came, 

And read the subject o'er ; 
Panegyriz'd the sober game, 

Altho' his heart was sore. 
He made a spring, and seiz'd the prize, 

Then pocketed the paper ; 
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Tom look'd, apd wink'd, mih boih his eyes, 

To see the brewer's ci^er. 
As off he cut, tho' smiiing, ▼ex'd. 

Thus to behold his Mend, 
So much attadi'd unto the text, 

Which might their traffic end. 
How this may turn, I cannot tell. 

As both convicted are ; 
If none would brew, dien none could sell ; 

And thus would end the war. 

HOSAL. 

Mark ! all the world over, 'tis catch 'at catch can, 
The Landlord, the Drinker, the Brewer, 

Not all these united will alter their plan. 
Till abstinence, work them a cure ! 



PLEASURE IN PLEVATlpN ! 




j[H£ pleasures of the eye are vain, 
And transient as the light. 
Which can't its permanence maintain, 

To bless the visual light. 
But those of which the heart partake, 

Are solid and complete ; 
To comfort man, asleep or wake. 

Whatever ills he meet. 
Wherewith contentment he enjoys. 

In sunshine, or in shade ; 
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Wliose mind is on the equipoise^ 

Can through his troubles wade. 
TVith manly strength, and fortitude, 

He urges on his way. 
No matter what the attitude. 

Nor whether night, or day.^ 
Redoubl'd, is prosperity, 

To every generous mind ; 
And smoothed is all adversity. 

Where principle is kind. 
*' The Widow's heart shall sing for joy," 

Her Children too, rejoice ; 
The lovely Girl, the smiling Boy, 

Shall hear their father's voice ! 
Whose promise is while life remains. 

To act a parent's part ; 
Wherever light and truth obtains. 

There's music in the heart. 
And all in sweet extatic song. 

Unite to praise his love ; 
To whom the power and praise belong, 

Which nothing can remove. — 
The eyes of those, who once were blind. 

Can now with pleasure see, 
Jesus, their friend, for ever kind. 

Who sets the captive free. 
And ** as an hart, the lame shall leap" 

To run the Christian race ; 
They now rejoice, who once did weep, 

Are in a golden case ! 
As Jewels, safe from every ill ; 

Secure within his arms. 
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Who bids the raging seas be still, 

And quells the flippant qualms ! 
These all, shall flourish as a tree, 

Set by the riyer side ; 
Which cannot eyer moyed be, 

By either wind or tide.— 
Thus, fed and nourish'd where it stands. 

In whatsoeyer clime ; 
To serye its own, and foreign lands ; 

Throughout the length of time ! 
Nay, more, nor wither or decay ; 

While endless ages roll : 
But, flourish in eternal day. 

To eleyate the soul. 



THE LANDLORD'S DEMONSTRATION, 

A S0I7L LOST FOB EYEB ! 




^'ye long been sat drinking, and preaching up lies. 
Contrary to what I belieye ; 
Tho' yain was the subject, and dim was my eyes. 

My conscience I couldn't deceiye. 
As the spark of light shone within my dark mind. 

And thus made the truth to appear ; 
That all my life long I'd been wilfully blind. 

And neyer to truth would adhere. 
Tho' yet I am sat with the tipling quallie. 

Propelling the theme of discourse ; 



J 
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In hope by and bye, at the head I shall rally. 

And ride on the concjuering Horse. 
In wealth, and in splendour, to dash off awhile. 

Astonishing all the nobil, 
Who nod as they pass, with a comical smile, 

While bringing their com to the mill. 
Of whom, I obtain a foil license to sell^ 

And deal out the drops to a delrer 
Who would up with his fist, the Landlord to fbU, 

Yet I mind to pocket the silver. 
And when the bell rings, I am there to attend, 

To all they request or require ; 
Tho' raps I receive at the hand of a firiend, 

I still add fuel to the fire. 
But what shall I do at the close of my life ? 

When I can no longer attend, 
To the business I'm in, of tumult and strife ; 

My traffic will then have an end ! 
But, ah ! an account of the whole I must give ! 

A reckoning day is at hand ; 
When the wheat, and the tares, are both in the sieve. 

To pass, at their author's command. 
From the lip of the Judge, the edict is giv'n, 

" Depart to the bottomless pit ;" 
For thou has no right to, or title to heav'n. 

Thy heart to the Devil is knit. 
I'm now in the lake of eternal despair. 

Deploring my pitiless state ! 
With the rich man in hell, to mutter a prayer ; 

But ah ! 'tis for ever too Iftte. 
I am lost ! I am lost ! eternally lost : 

Beyond the conception of man ! 
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To and fro* with the fiends of destxuction I'm toss'd ; 

The flames of perdition to fan !— 
Take ye warning, dear youths, take warning by this I 

And neyer let time pass away, 
MisimproVd, or perverted, the sample you see ; 

Is ruin, for ever and aye ! 




A GOOD SENTIMENT. 

Snjotm£NT to-day, is the essence of life. 
While that of the past time is gone : 
On which you reflect without trouble or strife. 
To annoy you in travelling on. 

By faith and hope, cheering the soul as she flies 
O'er mountainous hillocks of time, 

Ambitious to soar and eternally rise, 
In sentiment wholly sublime \ 

Nor dare to look back on the grief of the past, 
Which only discomforts the mind ; 

Where prospect is joyous, (of heavenly cast) 
Your troubles, you give to the wind. 

Sufficient of evil is that for the day, 
Why should you go meet it before ? 

Your privilege this is, to throw it away ; 
Repel it, and bar it to door. 
2h 
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Hien, onward yon move, with the greatest delight. 

No trouble, or care to annoy^ 
The soul that is happy, has heaven in right ; 

And a heart o'erflowihg with joy. 

The sentiment sweet, which enjoyment contains. 

Is more than the witty conceiye : 
But far less than nothing, is all that remains. 

To the man, who cannot belieye. 



THE WAY TO LOSE EVERYTHING. 




^^HO, with their own possessions are displeas'd, 
' Will dare to curse their fate ! 
Whose back is of its burden nerer eas'd, 
Destroy their own Estate. 

And wish for what they ne'er in time shall be. 

Grudging their neighbour's store ; 
A fruitless emblem of their poverty, 

Whose practise brings them more. 

This kind of wish, denotes possession lost^ 

By such as can't regain, 
Their best estate, is on the billows tost I 

Where life and hope are vain. 



•r 
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And to what purpose may the vassal cry : 

Unless he strive to be 
Contented with his present Dare, and try 

To make himself thus free. 



r X 



MOBAIf. 



Who passions bridle, and conduct their will, 

Against the latent foe ; 
Are sure to bring their com to Mill, 

And on all fours go ! 



PROPER MEANS TO OBTAIN EVERYTHING- 




Jautioxjsi.t wish for the things you may need, 
Submissively ask for the same ; 
Tho' if they're deni'd, don't censure the deed, 
But take to yourself the whole blame. 

Obtain them by honesty, wisdom, and care. 

Accept them so humbly and kind ; 
With prudence to manage, and joyfully share. 

The treasures of body and mind. 

Should all be suspended, with pleasure resign, 

To the wiU of your Father above ; 
In whose splendid Image you're hoping to shine. 

And bask in the beams of his love 1 
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Whatever be the station on eattli you are in. 

Let charity help you to steer 
Your course in the passage, to overcome sin. 

And conquer the world while you're here. 

MOBJLI.. 

'Twas boundless love ordain'd the same, 

Victorious you shall be, 
Through ^ Jesus Christ, whose honored name, 

Is known from sea to sea !" 

By whom in life and death supplied. 

With everything we need ; 
And he who for us liv'd and died, 

Now lives to test the deed ! 



A WORD TO THE ENVIOUS, AND 
" CENSORIOUS :" 




i'VB heard it said, " The Geveland Bard". 
Has something in his head ; 
He hopes to meet some grand reward ; 

" His Body clad, and fed." 
Perhaps the « Wit," may half be right, 

Tho*, if for these alone — 
He work, and study, day and night ; 

Better he'd not been bom. 
The latter thought, is not amiss. 

And yet he needs regard ; 
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Only the Prize, (eternal bliss ;) 

Will satisfy the Bard* 
A duty here, deyolyes on me ; 

To iindeceiye the man ; 
Who, can't beyond the " body" see, 

Nor mind of others scan. 
Mark ! full thirty years he laboured hard ; 

Obtain'd by hands and head ; 
A full, a due, and just reward, 

To have his " body fed."— 
Then, left those men to labour still, 

Who havenH done the same ; 
Because they're grinding at the " Mill," 

Would fain transfer the blame ! 
A Partner he has had (to Wife,) 

Full six and twenty years. 
With Children, five, to comfort life. 

Alternate hopes and fears. 
Two lovely sons have gone, before 

Their kindred, who remain. 
Trusting to meet them on '* yon shore," 

Never to part again. 
For which his bounding heart is fiill. 

Of gratitude to God ; 
Whose promise can't be void or null, 

To those who watch his nod, 
'* Be diligent in business," then, 

And fervent too, '* in spirit," 
To pay your way like honest men ; 

That you, " may good inherit." 
I grant you this, that you may not— 

Have carving-knife in hand ; 
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Sweet Birds of Music tune their lays* 
Symphonic style so grand ; 

Methinks I live in golden days, 
With pleasure at command. 

The Mom, &c. 

I'll pace along the verdant meads, 
Where Zephyrs, charming play. 

Their lovely Anthem on the reeds ; 
To drive dull care away. 

The Morn, <fec. 

Sylvanic mountains hound the vale. 
With echo loud and clear ; 9 

Which crowns my lovely rural Tale, 
The heart of man to cheer. 

The Mom, &c. 

Thus then, am I within the gate 

Of Paradise helow ; 
And realize the happy state 

Of those who pious grow. 

The Mom, d^c. 



THE SUMMIT OF BLISS, ON EARTH. 




BLESSED state, when souls each other draw 
When love is liherty, and trath is Law, 
All Nature's full, possessing and possessed : 
Nor aching-void felt pand'ring in the breast. 
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** Where thought meets thought, ere £rom the lips it 

part, 
And each warm wish, springs mutual from the heart :*** 
This sure is bliss, if bliss on earth can be. 
When all is peace, in sweetest harmony. 
Pure Nature then exists, in beauties shine ; 
To realize this lovely state be mine ; 
To know, and feel, in truth, one part possessed ; 
And leave anticipated all the rest. 



WORKS OF THE FLESH, AND OF THE 

SPIRIT. 

OAI.A.TIANS, CHAPTER 5. 




»OLATST, and witchcraft, shun. 
Vain emulations too ; 
With works that are in darkness done ; 

Uncleanness never do. 
Adultery, and murders, vile, 

Discard the very thought ; 
With variance, heresies, and guile. 

Ne'er let your wit be caught 
Seditions, avarice, and strife. 

Base envy, wrath, and spleen. 
Destroy the peace of human life. 

And gender actions mean. 
Lasciviousness, with all her train. 

Of drunken rev'lings near ; 

• Pope. 
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Bnng nothing less than woful pain, 

Distress, despair, and fear. 
Thefts, lies, and fornication b^se. 

With every other evil. 
Connected with the human, ra^ce. 

Do constitute the D^vil. 
Thus, working in the heart of man ; 

By fleshly lust and pride. 
Ere since the period sin began ;. 

Commencing with the " Bride.** 
The love of God ; within the heart 

Of man, has this effect — 
" From every evil, now to part,'* 

And Satan*s wiles, reject. 
Fruits of the holy Spirit, are ; 

Fair gentleness, and truth ; 
Which spring from Christ, " The Morning Star,*' 

Nor guile found in his mouth. 
All goodness, love, and joy^ and peace, 

Do flourish on the " tree" — 
Of holiness, which shall increase. 

To all eternity. 
Meekness, and temp*rance, form a part 

Of that delicious fruit ; 
Which gladdens every sinner's heart : 

And doth his strength recruit. 
Only partake of Christ, and live — 

By faith in Him below ; 
And then the " Tree of Life'* he*ll give ; 

Which shall perpetual grow. 
Let not presumption make her boast, 

Of righteousness within ; 
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The province of the Holy Ghbst 
Is, " Christ" to conquer sin. 

" And evidence," without a doubt 
To rest upon the mind ; 

When he hath cast the evil out, 
The fruits of " love we find." 




THE « PASSION" SONG. 

ijY heart with light and love inflame, 
To .blaze at ev'ry turn ; 
In virtue of my Saviour's name ; 
And to his glory bum. 

Who planted in my breast the spark ; 

Which must for ever shine : 
To shew the prize, and hit the ifiark, 

Of Dignity divine. 

Where light, and life, and truth, and grace. 

Are wonderflly set forth ;— 
Resplendent too, in Jesu's face, 

" Witness his humble birth ;" 

Then follow him thtdugh life, to find. 

That unexampled love ; 
Which cur'd the sick, and heal'd the Uind, 

And did their sin remove. 
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A life of suffering Jesus led, 

" Gethsemane come forth ;" 
And prove the tears, my Saviour shed. 

Brought agony to birth. 

The tragic scene, the bloody sweat. 
The cross and passion there ; 

" Gethsemane can witness yet — 
The streams of liquid prayer." 

Fly then, to " Calv'ry's rugged mount^^ — 

Behold him on the' tree ! 
Arithmetic could never count, 

The price of blood for me. 

'Twas shed ; ah ! grand catastrophe — 

" All nature in convulse ;'' 
Nor can I write the " epopee ;*' 

My passions feel repulse. 

The solid rocks in sunder rent — 
Earth's strongest pillars bend ; ' 

" Nature's support at this event. 
Is hiunan nature's friend." 

The Orb of Day withdrew its light ; 

The Moon i^ sable dress'd ; 
Darkness envelop'd all, in night ; 

To mourn for the distress'd. 

Hark ; how the groans (of him who said, 
" The mighty work is wrought ;") 

Tear up the graves, and raise the dead ; 
Salvation, now is bought. 
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A LACONIC PftAYER TO GOD. 

JI^So riches, honor, wealth or flame, 
Do I desire of thee ; 
But what brings credit to thy name : 
And benefit to me. 



/ ^ I ■ t >_ 1 1 




AN ANSWER TO A LEttER, 

(By request) from a Lady at Scarbro', to ber friend; (whofe 
bridesmaid she was) inviting her over to see her, and the 
beauties of the Locality, at Christmas,— in which the Lady 
expresses herself as having done her duty. 

jouB duty and your love had been 
More manifest and clear ; 
If '^ Scarbro' " beauties could be seen 

At this time of the year ; 
In what your duty does consist. 

To me, or to your self ; 
I daren't presume, tho' you persist, 

On " Christmas " laden shelf; 
Altho' you know the splendour of 

" Scarbro* " in summer time ; 
You write to me in terms of love. 

With garnish in your rhyme. 
I know that you werei on the spot, 

When I was tied so fast — 

2i 
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I cannot leaye my humble Cot ; 

To face the wintry blast, 
For I am seated snug and warm 

Beside the man I love ; 
And now repudiate the charm ; 

Which calls me to remove. 
You wish me well, my Partner too ; 

Likewise my Children dear : 
This compliment I pay to you ; 

All seasons of the year. 
And if kind Providence permit. 

That we each other see ; 
Aliho' I think it can't be yet. 

Till then, " remember me." 

HOSAX. 

Your duty to your God remember ; 

As well as that to me ; 
While in the month of cold December 

The sweets of summer see. 
And feel, and taste, that Qod is good ;: 

For nothing less will do : 
If duty in obedience stood ; 

The same to me as you. 
But, can we doubt to meet again ? 
. While we his laws obey ; 
Till then, may each in love remain,. 

And so march on our way. 
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THE MILLENNIAL SONG. 



^HE boundless Ocean of thy love, 
" O God/' my heart doth feel ; 
The streams descending from above : 
Bear impress of the seal. 

*Tis but a drop we now receive , 

A prelude to the show'r, 
Which falls on those who do believe 

The Son of God, with poVr ! 

All hands uplifted, hearts overflown ; 

And every soul embu'd — 
With what was never fully known 

Till now, the world's renew'd. 

And can it be, my blessed Lord ; 

Is the Millennial true ? 
According to thy written word. 

Infallible to view — 

The period may be far away, 

Or very nigh at hand ; 
'* Make ready now, without delay ; 

T' enjoy the happy land." 

My heart is full, pray do enlarge 
The vessel, more and more, 

Then fill afresh the little b^rge ^ 
'Twill hold an endless store. 
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Forbid that I should selfish prove, 

To hide within my breast*; 
'* This boundless unexhausted love/' 

From those who are distressed. 

While in possession, now it must — 

And shall for ever swell ; 
Nor daring to betray my trust, 

" To all, the truth I'll tell/' 

From sea to scfa, from shore to shor6. 

My vessel here must sail ; 
Till Suns shall rise, to set no more ; 

The project cannot fail. 

Then hoist and spread yout canvass wide, 

Sing the Millennial Song ; 
Blow breezes blow, both wind and tide, 

Propel the Barge along. 



THE AGRICULTURAL SCHOOL, 

AT ATIOK, (in CLEVBLA19'S,) TOBKSSI&E. 

[wEET Ayton, the offspring of Roseben^ Topping, 
Lays snug in the Valley below ; 
Wherein the humane are so artfully propping, 

The loveliest " Branches*' that grow. 
*' Friend Richardson's" gone to the fouxitaiii of bUss ! 
From whence all his treasure Ai'ose*^ 




WBIGHl'S POEMB. 105 

A pledge of the same he hath given ; 'tis this ; 

Goodwill, both to friends and to foes — 
Exemplifi'd thus, by the ** School'' on the " Green," 

Where Youth of both Sexes are taught, 
By Tutors of principle, — ^nothing that's mean, — 

The subjects of Science and Art ! 
Together with something excelling the rest. 

Religious and Moral Tuition : 
Where, for this life and next, they learn to be blest, 

And dignify thus, their position. 
Tho' the founder be gone, the successors are left. 

Who join'd him in this, (hand in hand) 
Philanthrophic maxim, '^ the Rock that is cleft," 

For ever, and ever shall stand. 
'^ Memento Mori," now in Ayton appears. 

While the " Spirit" doth superintend ; 
As " Guardian Angel" for two hemispheres. 

This world and the other shall blend. 
The int'rest of both, to subserve while in search 

Of what was intended at first — 
« True wisdom" obtain it, then onward you march. 

And labour shall never be lost. 
Now, thanks to the " donors" of this benefit, 

Conferr'd upon us who are here ; 
" At the right hand of God," may each of them sit. 

When the " Son of His love" doth appea% 
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GRACES FOR TEA PARTIES, 




present at omi table. Lord, 
Who thus are met with one accord ; 
WhefTe each in sentiment agree, 
To take a hearty dish of Tea. 
Now may the food which we partake. 
Be bless'd to us, for Jesu's sake. Amen. 



CONCLUDING GRACE. 




[iTfi pleasure we have ate and drank, 
Fdr which the Lord Almighty thank, 
As gratitude thou dost require. 
To Mnaie up the Holy Fire, 
That we may live to feast above, 
Fill ev*ry heart with perfect love. 



i^rk^^Aik^ 



A DESSERTATION, 

ON ^HE FBtYILE&S *0E THE 8CHOOX., AT 

GBEAT AYTON. 

§E, (Boys and Girls) do here employ 
Ourselves in artful measures, 
Fair science too, and yet enjoy 
Collecting best of treasures : 
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Witk lural exercises near, 

Recruiting mind a,nd bod^r ; 
Devoid of doubt, and care, andTfbar, 

With pleasure thus, we study— 
And have our recreations sweet, 

Amid salubrious air-«- 
While lovely songsters do repeat, 

And pay their tribute there- 
Delightful to the buxom youth, 

Who often stand to gaze, 
And listen to the voioe of truths 

Sounding their Author's praise ! 
Romantic scenery around^. 

Attracting ev*ry eye,— 
Where roses, plants, and shrubs aboimd"! 

Sweet healthftil zephyrs fly. 
While Naturd in her robes, is dress -d, 

So beautiful and fairr-^ 
Thus, are we by her smiles caress'd; 

Breathing the morning air ! 
Our senses are regal'd, as we 

Are climbing up the hills ; 
And every heart, is fiird with glee, 

In echo to the rills ; 
Which glide along the crescent vale. 

In rippling accent sweet 
Each stanza tells the lovely tale 

That I shall now repeat. — 
'' Anthems of praise, to Jesu's name. 

Their author, and their king !*' 
The elements, shall sound his fame — 

And honor, to him bring. 
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Well, now what does it me behove : 

To point the " pupil's" pen ? 
You've seen the tacitonia wove. 

Then, weave it o'er again. 
And strive to moralize the same : 

This subject is replete, 
With language, I can never name ; 

Or Gabriel's tongue repeat ! 
And yet, it speaks so plain, that all 

Who hear may understand ; 
And now, obey their Maker's call : 

While each walk, hand in hand. 
The privileges you enjoy, 

Connected with this School — 
Should stimulate each '' Girl and Boy," 

To work, the golden rule. — 
Whereby, to furnish heart and head, 

With wisdom, (" not with pride,") 
And in her lovely steps be led 

To him, who did provide. 



THE SONG OF MOSES AND THE LAMB. 

^uf sbael's base mournings forty years, 

' With long rebellion too, 
Against the Lord, with doubts and fears, 

Caus'd Him His wrath to shew. 
Altho' the numerous actions kind, 

Were manifested long, 
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By Moses, whom the Lord inclined 

To write them a new song. 
Thus he composed and publish'd it, 

A standard bearer too — 
We find the same in Holy Writ, 

Directions how to do. 
And they who disobey the just 

Commandments of their God, 
In punishments and threat'nings, must 

Regard his awful rod. 
The Israelites of old are gone, 

Across the Jordan, Death ; 
And P^grims yet, are travelling on 

Their way, through life on earth. 
The bearings of the Song are those, 

(Which Moses wrote and read ;) 
A code of good and moral Laws, 

Where human rights are fed. 
And God commanded them to read 

The same, and oft repeat 
The Decalogue, unto their seed. 

Where Congregations meet. 
And this shall witness to the fact, 

Of statements, clear and just ; 
That he who did the Law enact. 

Hath power to rule, and must. 
^< Moses" found out he had to 3Hield, 

On Meribah's account ; 
Whose failure at the waters seal'd — 

His feet to Nebo's mount. 
From whence to view the Promised Land, 

So anxiously he stood, 
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And heard the 8okmn» firm " oonmumd," 

He shouldn't cross the floods 
His heart was pain'd within him, when 

He saw the lovely spot, 
On which he'd *' flourish'd with his pen," 

And reali^'d it not. 
For Moses heie was doom'd to die, 

The Mandate had gone forth ; 
He knew full well the reason, why 

His God with him was wroth* 
" Yet Jacoh Uke," he urg'd his plea, 

But couldn't so prevail ; 
As he had heard, so it mutt be ; « 

The promise cannot fail. 
<' Fair Lebanon that goodly mount," 

May I go o'er and see ; 
(Said Moses,) but on no account*-- 

Was alter' d the decree. 
The answer came, " as heretofore," 

Qo up, and look around ; 
Nor plant thy foot on Canaan's shore : 

Where earth's best firaits are found. 
Let this suffice thee, speak no more. 

By symbolizing fair ; 
For thou shall reap a better store ; 

Than that enjoyment there. 
So now, a long farewell he bid-*-- 

Adieu, to ev'ry tribe ; 
The Lord his body surely hid ; 

For, *' Moses was his scribe." 
One hundred and twenty years liv'd 

This Pilgrim, in his day ; 
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And then eternal bliss recdv'd, 

Without the least decay. 
While in good health, and strength, and might ; ' 

His Master call'd him hence : 
Nor dim his eyes, ocular Bight>^- 

Beheld the " Lord" from thenoe. 
Who rose the tone, to sing the song, 

'' Of Moses and the Lamb ;" 
Where, Tribes of Israel's happy throng, 

*' Shall praise the great I am ;" 
Altho' their fathers much had said 

Against their leader, when 
He, in the wilderness had fed. 

Thousands of hungry men. 
And all their families preserVd — 

'Mid pestilence and dearth ; 
While unbelief in them deserv'd, 

'^ Qod's vengeance and his wrath/' 
When Israel's Children heai^ that he, 

Moses, their friend was dead ; 
They moum'd, and wept, ** because the Tree," 

Had oeas'd to grow thorn bread. 
The cecity of man is such, 

That when he has his sight ; 
He cannot see to honor much, 

" The man who shines so bright." 
But when the luminary's gone, 

He then begins to see ; 
And thus affects to sigh, and mourn. 

O'er what can never be. 
He's gone, '* say they," he's gone, but where ? 

We cannot find the place, 
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Of Moses, Qod hath taken care, 

" Who saw him face to face/' 
" Michael/' the great Archangel stands. 

To guard the dust around ; 
Until the Judge of all, commands. 

The trump of God to sound. 
Then, '' rise ye dead ;" is issu'd forth. 

And heard, from " Pole to Pole ;" 
" From East to West, from South to North," 

The Body meets the Soul. 




THE DEVIL'S DEMONSTRATION. 

WITH THE MOBAL. 

is Gods of wine and war appear ] 

'And give a just account. 

Of all your Mythologic gear. 

And tell me the amount ? 

The truth I want, and nothing more ; 

That all mankind may know. 

What is your ammunilive store. 

Tending to weal, or woe ? 
« « « « 

We, (Mars and Bacchus,) both unite 
To make of man a juicy bite ; 
And fill his veins with poisonous stuff, 
Which makes his path in life so rough : 
Contempt, and spleen, with vengeful ire» 
Are genuine fruit, of this wild-fire ; 
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In drinking, bloodnihed, vna^ and beer, 
They point the ** Demon's" hon4d spear, 
Who trust to heathen Oods, their mi^ht, 
Will cut and slay with great delight ; 
But when their leaf begins to fall, 
The DeTil catehes fruit, and all. 
Within his bag, and strange to tell ! 
Conducts them to his native Hell, 
Where all his vot' ries reunite. 
In worse than Mythologic night ; 
Deep sunk, to pay their awful score, 
With feigns tormented, evermore ! 

THE HOBAIi. 

But Venus is that bril'ant Star, 

So splendid in the East ! 
Riding in Love's Majestic Car, 

With Tot'ries to the feast. 

Where " Hymen" stands, as maid, to serve 

The party, more or less ; 
According as they each deserve, 

Through him who deigns to bless. 

The Bridegroom he, whose garments are 

Unspotted, purely white ! 
Likewise the bright and morning star ! 

Preceding day and night. 

The key-note of th' angelic choiTy 

Who at Creation sang ! 
And touch'd in Bethlehem, ti\e lyre 

Which there so sweetly rang. 
2k 
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Good-will, and lore, the onlj theme. 
Nor war, or discord there : 

The Prince who merits all esteem. 
Of all things, is the heir I 

Xo whose fair bride, he does bequeath 

An ererlasting store ! 
A dowry, while on earth beneath, 

Augmenting evermore. 

Far, far above all mortal ken. 
See thrones and kingdoms fall ! 

Where saints, and angels joining then. 
Shall crown him Lord of all. 



AN ANTHEM FOR CHRISTMAS-DAY. 

COMFOSEP PECEHBEB 25lH, 1856. 

TUNE — My Lodging is on the cold ground. 




[his is the day when Christ was bom,. 
A Babe in Bethlehem f 
And now we welcome in the mom, 

Which brought the lovely " Gem ;" 
Into this darksome world of ours. 

To dwell, and radiate. 
The Paradise with shady Bow'rs^ 
Of Adam's lost estate. 
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The bright and Morning Star appears, 

The captain of the train ! 
Which shall in all succeeding years, 

Their Paradise regain. 
In bliss extatic now rejoice, 

Behold his lovely face ! 
And hear the charming halcyon voice. 

Of our Redeemer's grace. 

The King of Kings came down from Heav'n, 

The honor'd Prince of Peace ! 
The Heir of all things now hath giv'n. 

Captives a full release. 
These joyful tidings each may sing, 

" Salvation to the Lamb !'' 
Who did to us the message bring. 

From God, " the Great I Am !" ^ 

A stable was His lodging made 

A manger was His bed ; 
The brightest '* Gem'' while in the shade, 

A life of sufiTring led ; 
By whose kind visit to our world, 

United Heav'n and Earth ; 
And now the secret is imfurl'd, 

Witness the Saviour's birth I 
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ISRAEL'S PROSPECT ON THE BANKS OF 

JORDAN ! 




[hek time is verging on its close, 
^ ^iniTv;^ j^^ mortal powers decay ; 

1 The vital apark 9till onward goes, 

To bask in Ui^sfol day ! 

'Mid visions of celestial beaims, 

Dispelling gloomy night ; 
The mind soars high, on splendid themes^ 

Beyond coneeptive height ! 

Such pleasing prospects now, unfold 
Themselves, while he can stand, 

(By faith in Christ,) and thus behold, 
« The lovely. Promised Land !"' 

For " Jacob's God" is with him still, 
(Tho' Jordan'a streams run high ;) 

Whose word is power, and iburely will 
Land Israel by and bye ! 

Far, far away, from troubles then. 

His happy soxd shall be. 
Beyond the reach of mortal ken, 

Bless'd to eternity ! 
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And now, the Day-Spring from on high. 

Shines forth in grand display ; 
From Pisgah's mount our wings apply, 

And soaring, tow'r away. 

On Faith's strong pinions, far beyond 

What eye hath ever seen ; 
The " Prospect" is in Canaan found, 

Tho' Jordan rolls between ! 




THE GREAT GRAND EXHIBITION IN 
LONDON, MAY, 1851, 

OB, THE FAIB OF THE WOBLD, INSTITUTED BY 

" FBINCE ALBEBT." 

WOKDEB of wonders, the world up and down. 
Prince Albert projected the plan 
That Nations of genius and art may be known, 

To test the productions of man. 
Full liberty's granted that each may come forth. 

And shew their mechanical skill. 
Whereby the connoisseurs may prove their true worth. 

When placed in a comical drill. 
Vast machinery bright to lessen the toil 

Of man, with his physical powers. 
Who inclining to bend by the tilling of soil ; 

Humanity cries it is ours. 
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The geaius starts up in a turbident rage, 

And pities the labouring class, 
Who have long stood aloof tho' now do engage. 

That jewels be made out of brass. 
The Aristocrats know the value of such 

As strive for the weal of manldnd ; 
United are they, and intend to do much. 

For those who their genius can fbd. 
Then bring to the City of fair London town. 

The product of which must appear, 
In the midst of Hyde-Park, where all's to be shown. 

So splendid in spring of the year. 
What a business is now going on to prepare. 

The City is all agitation ; 
No time, or expense, nor trouble they spare. 

To own and esteem their relation. 
Expecting the same to come forth in the March ; 

Astonished this sight to behold. 
Who for centuries back have been in the search 

Of genius more valu'd than gold. 
All Nations forsooth ; contribute their mite. 

Of whatever climate or class. 
Major, or Minor, each one has a right 

To come and mix up in the mass. 
No distinctions are made to lessen the worth 

Of any bright genius of art ; 
Here the East and the West, the South and the North, 

May bring their productions to mart. 
Where the '* Queen of the realm," and Albert unite. 

In splendoric harmony share ; 
Who join in the chorus, wield sceptre aright. 

All Nations are come to the *' Fair." 



1 
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The plan thus projected the world to improre, 

No jar in the sentiment here ; 
Protentions of unity, peace, and of love, / 

Do bring the Millenium near* 
In accordance is this with the Scriptural plan. 

Laid down in a beautiful form ; 
Patronizing the same each acting as man. 

To drive off the bitterest storm. * 

Let all then unite with intellect bright, 

And bring the product to the test ; 
Being filled with delight, no Nation to fight, 

Promotion of peace, is the best. 
The spirit of love and of good- will to man. 

Breathes in the most splendid array ; 
While Princes and subjects do all that they can, 

To collect the sweet flowers in ** May." 
No equivocation starts up in the b^ast. 

To quell, or to drive away peace ; 
Grand policy this is, when brought to the test, 

All war, and commotion shall cease. 
One talent or more to each man is given, 

Hereby to improve the whole " race ;*' 
Small portions of balm the " masses" will leaven, 

While working so snug in its place. 
Good feeling now rests in " Victoria's" reign. 

Wherever her subjects are planted. 
The leaves of all Nations resplendoitly gteen, 

Exhibit the fhdt so much wanted. 
Each and all may partake, to suit his own taste. 

And reap the reward of his labour ; 
As nothing that grows was designed to waste, 

By him who created ** man/' sober. 
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Mark, the "Fair of the World" is not bounded by Seas, 

Equitorial touch, " is the line ;" 
Th* extremes of each Pole may come if they please. 

To fam'd London City, and shine. 



THE OLD CASTLE GHOST. 



^i 




OKG time ago as I have read* 
This story, false or true — 
That rats and mice can not be fed, 

In empty Church or pew. 
But, lo ! 'twas in a Chapel, where 

This circumstance took place. 
Which I have traced out with care, 

Altho' in mimic grace. 
A Caledonian lodg'd awhile, 

As resident below ; 
Without the vacant laugh or smile. 

Within an old Chateau. 
Here, nightly visits lie had paid, 

While on his Couch, or Bed ; 
Trembling and quaking, much afraid, 

Of rumblings o'er his head. 
While something rolled to and fro. 

In consternation, he 
Durst never rise, or thither go, 

His visitor to see. 

* See Caledonia iUostrated, Part 4tb, (by W. Beattie, M. D.) 
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Until the Obost was weary, quite, 

Of its rotary mareh. 
And hunger brought the thing to light. 

Which prov'd a globular arch. 
Or vacant, zmuAea, human skull, 

Wherein a rat had crept, 
To. get" its empty belly full : 

So there it laid and slept. 
Until at length it grew so stout 

And bulky, in its cell — 
Nor could it when it would, get out, 

Altho' it rang the bell. 
Or, roird the crusty house along. 

This ancient Castle floor ; 
Night after night the Ghost was throng 

Seeking the passage door. 
This strange phenomena went on 

For length of time, till lo ! 
The barguest, when his meat was gone, 

Would leave the Old Chateau. 
Methinks I see him peeping through 

The hollow of each eye — 
Whose ship had neither stevn, nor bow, — 

He'd drank the Ocean dry. 
Then did he sail in empty boat, 

Without provision too^ 
The cargo in himself afloat ; 

Not knowing what to do. 
He moVd the vessel to and fro. 

Along the Chamber floor ; 
Nor could he steer, or even row. 

As he had done before. 
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The brute was now confin'd within 

This round and crusty fort ; 
Until his body grew so thin, 

Which ended all his sport. 
At length he spied the entrance door, 

Whereby at first he came ; 
To steal the brains, and something more, 

Which brought him out with fame. 
The Caledonian mark'd his way, 

When he ran off with speed ; 
Who just had found the free man's day. 

As you may judge who read. 
The empty head was all that he, 

(The frighten'd man) could find : 
Who long had heard, but couldn't see, 

When reason's eye was blind. 
Astonish'd he should be afraid ! 

Whole nights he got no rest ; 
The spirit of the Qhost is laid. 

The rat had caus'd the jest. 

KOBAL. 

^* When apparitions fill the mind. 

The soul's unnerv'd, and reason's blind." 
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THE DOOR OF REFLECTION SHUT. 




(hen undxilatmg waters toss — 
And wield about your treasure ; 
Then, you sustain a certain loss, 
And mar your sweetest pleasure. 

The mind of man is often toss'd 

About in fancy fair ; 
Nor can he know the penal cost, 

Till found by want and care. 

Let anchor to the mind be fixM, 
Watch well, " the ebb and flow ;'' 

Nor have it to the bow annexed, 
When it should be below. 

Behold, the youth in grandeur clad. 

When first he started off; 
Plenty of erery thing he had. 

And all, was not enough. 

But fancy says, *' thou should have this ;" 

(Remember thou art free,) 
For want of which, thy mates will hiss — 

And never let thee be. 

He lifts his head, and looks in style, 

Altho' he's apt to yield ; 
Caught by hypocrisy and guile, 

His destiny is seal'd. 
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Who listens to the temptmg jilt, 
With her bewitching smile ; 

Will find himself immers'd in guilt. 
When he reflects awhile. 

But» shortly and those mbs go o'er. 
Which conscience pointed clear ; 

He posts along, ** looks back ao more,^' 
Till finished his career. 

Now you perceive the haggurd look. 

He never had before— 
Reflection's privilege forsook. 

And shut her to the door. 

Thus, Nature in her tatter'd form. 

Forlorn in dissipation ; 
Renders the calm a mighty storm. 

And seals his destination. 

• 

Ah, me ! and is reflection lost ? 

Nor can she more be found ; 
Unless it be, " at peace's cost" — 

In chains of iron, bound. 

And then, « Dived" like, reflect in vdiri ! 

And offer up thy prayer — 
But never, never to obtain 

One drop, of comfort there ! 

The door is shut, the gn^ is fli'd ! 

No passage, to or fro I 
The penalty is now annex'd— 

And whither shalt thou go ? 
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ANACREON'S PLEA FOR DRINKING * 




JHAT shall I do, but drink away 
The heat and trouble of the day ? 
The thirsty Earth soaks up the rain, 
And drinks, and gapes for drink again. 
The Plants suck in the Earth, and are 
By constant drinking, fresh and fair : 
The Sea itself, which one would think 
Should have but little need of drink. 
Drinks ten thousand Rivers up, 
So filFd, that they overflow the cup. 
The busy Sun, and one would guess 
By's drunken, fiery face no less, 
Drinks up the Sea, and when he's done. 
The Moon and Stars drink up the Sun ; 
They drink and dance by their own light, 
They drink and revel all the night. 
Nothing in Nature's sober found. 
But an eternal health goes round. 
Fill up the Bowl then, fill it high ; 
Fill up the Glasses there ; for why 
Shoidd every Creature drink but I ? 
Why, Man of Mortals, tell me why ? 

* See Bysshe's Art of Poetry, Seventh Edition, p 125. 



2l 
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ANSWER TO ANACREON'S PLEA FOR 

DRINKING. 




ks you an answer do request ; 
m give the same, but not in jest ! 
For whether you are curst or bless' d« 

I cannot tell. 
But this, mankind do surely know. 
The way that Drunkard's have to go, 
At death, have got their final blow ! 

Deep sunk in heU— 
To others, when I see the foe, 

I'U ring the bell. 

Mark, while the hmp of life shall b«fn. 
The drunken rebel may return ! 
And all the best of lessons leam. 

To m«nd his fate^» 
The twig, in youth, is easily bent ; 
But, when the oil of life is spent^ 
And that of grace, *' you can't repent !" 

'Tis then too late. 
And you may cry, and shout in vain. 

At mercy's gate. 

Ah ! lovely soids, for whom ** Christ died. 
And did he not all things provide ? 
The Sun, the Moon, the Wind, and Tide, 

To help you on ; 



weight's F02M9. 127 

WhUe trailing in this tro^Id below, 
You'd ratber to Gifi*palacd go : 
And drink, and stagger to and fro« 

Poor simple John ! 
From what you've heard and seen and know, 

A lesson learn. 

Where, wine, and wenches, there you meet I 
Who'd strip you nak'd from head to feet. 
And turn yon so, into the street : 

What say you now ? 
Ye sensualists, who like the beast. 
On Nature's yicious habits feasty 
The Bacchanalian's King and Priest, 

To Bacchus bow ; 
And, if you call these bitters, sweet ; 

Then tell me how ? 

Presumptiye Man, and dare you say. 
You'll revel still, from day to day ! 
You have but Nature's debt to pay. 

And then youVe done i 
Hark ye ! the master's in the field ! 
To whom, submission you must yield, 
Your doom and destiny are seal'd; 

The race is run ! 
And your wages doe, you reap at last ; 

Thus ends your fun. 

Remember *' Dives," and where he lies ! 
In hell, he lifted up his eyes ; 
And loudly now, for water cries. 

But, it's too late. 



I 
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The Ghilf b fix'd, wbicli none can pass ! 
The Drunkard with his bonny Lass, 
May call out for another Glass ! 

In this dry state ! 
Bat not one single drop he'll get. 

At any rate. 

Ye men of wit, and common sense, 

With inebriety dispense — 

And drive the drinking practice hence ; 

Thus, sober prove ; 
As *' God" at first made everything ! 
To act subservient to their King : 
That all, may to his glory sing. 

The song of Love ! 
In time, and then when time shall end. 

In heaven above. 

My duty here, I must perform : 

If I can save a single worm, 

From perishing amid the storm ; 

I've won a soul ! 

A brand, pluck'd from th' eternal fire ; 

And ah ! who wouldn't this desire ! 
And work, till he the same acquire. 

While time may roll 

Then, stretch your line, from Sea to Sea, 

From Pole to Pole. 
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CONTINUED. 

# « « « 

'^NACBEON, bow wondfous wise ! 

When drink had dazzled both his eyes, 
Till he coidd hardly see — 
Yet, darkness he prefer'd to light, 
And revel'd in it, day and night, 
With heart quite full of glee ! 

He strives to justify his deeds ; 
While sowing' base, ungodly seeds, 

With which he fills his bowl. 
And then, drinks in the liquid firer 
So pregnant wiUi destructiye ire, 

To damn his Tery soul ! 

'* What should I do but drink away, 
The heat and trouble of the day ? 

I'm in a kingly state ! « 
And thus, will always take my fill. 
Till all the wheels of life are still, 

My courage won't abate.'* 

We'll grant him then, his hearts desire ; 
(Which Nature never did reqmre,). 

To drink his poiscmouft stuff; 
And now, he wallows Hike a beast, 
On carnal passkms, thus to feasfr*^ 

But never has enotig^ ! 



1 
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Until he drops beneath his load. 
Where friends, no help can him afford, 

He stretches, swells, and dies : 
Then, earth, receives her own again ; 
Which, as he says, *' drinks in the rain'' 

But now she's got a prize ! 

Whereon to feast, and worms withal ! 
Do revel here, and on him crawl. 

Who did to " Bacchus bow," 
He drank the cup, unto its dregs, 
Empti'd big barrels, and wee kegs ! 

What says the drinker now ? 

'* The thirsty earth soaks up the rain. 
She drinks, and gapes for drink again ; 

And never, never done"— 
Had he drank water like the earth : 
Good things, he might have brought to birth : 

Matured by the sun — 

As plants suck in the soil, and are 
By constant drinking, fresh and fair. 

So man, should drink, and live ! 
In sober habits all his days. 
And sound the great Creator's praise. 

Who, earth to him did give. 

'* And, tho' the sea, (as you may think) 
Would have but little need to drink. 

Ten thousand rivers up ;" 
But hark, what use she makes of such. 
Who, never, never gets too much— 

*' 'Tis not the mad'ning cup !" 
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The earth is water'd by the sea ; 
And every shnib, and plant, and tree, 

Receive their suction thence — 
Dravn by the Sun's attractive power, 
Which tinges every leaf and flower ; 

Sweet odours to dispense — 

Altho' the Moon, and Stars, by night, 
May travel far with borrowed light ; 

In luminous display ! * 

Yet, sober, they do brilliant shine— ^ 
And speak their origin, divine !, 

« The Orb of endless day." 

Anacreon, and Cowl may sing, 
And make th' infernal regions ring ! 

With strumpets, and with wine. — 
But, never can they harmonize, 
The regions of the upper skies ! 

Nor, to their credit shine. 

These votaries of pleasure may 
Here, revel all their life short day ; 

In what they call delight ! 
With mad'ning drink, and Lady fair, 
By dissipation lull their care. 

And drown their senses quite ! 

But, tell me not, ye rev'ling tribe. 
That you, can truth, and justice bribe, 

Then die, and all is o'er ! 
For by the deeds, which you have done, 
In time, the race is lost, or won : 

You have to pay your score. 
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By yicious habits, done your worst. 
To recomaieiid what God hath cunt : 

A Bacchanalian set ! 
Who, once were juicy, now are dry. 
And loudly for some water cry ! 

Which you can neyer get.*-* 

Baleful examples, you have left ; 
But now of time are quite bereft : 

And bitterly may rue ! 
So I must tear your langu£^e up, 
And recommend a better cup, 

Than "Bacchus" ever knew. 




MOMENTICITY OF TIME. 

€iME flies on Eagle's wings apace ! 
More swift than I can count — 
Nor leaves a vestige of its place, 

In vale, or on the mount, 
And shall this throbbing pulse of mine. 

Retort in tacit tone ? — 
What thou haat said of these, is thine, 

Where beauty's image shone. 
Which does, and will, and shall at length ; 

Find nothing in one stay : 
For man, with all his boasted strength. 

Must doubtless pass away. 
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Then, Nature shall enjoy a peace 

She never felt before, 
When tabernacles all shall cease 

And fall to rise no more.— 
This is the province of old time, 

Altho' it has been young ; 
Could never yet the mountain climb. 

To sing its final song. 
Pulsations from the heart arise 

With every active spring ; 
A fountain to the whole implies. 

And points to Nature's King, 
Who, only can the Sea divide, 

And fix the Ocean's boimd ; 
Accelerate, or stem the tide 

Where morbid thought is drown'd. 
Of ancient times, the present speak, 

And some admire the same ; 
Altho' they do for ages seek 

Can only find the name. 
Yet, good example always tells ! 

And sounds her lovely tale. 
As music from the village bells, 

Vibrates throughout the vale. 
The splendid halo stretching far. 

And wide, as do appear 
Bright rays, shot from the " Morning Star," 

To gild our hemisphere ! 
Can thought, than time more rapid leap 

Beyond the boundary gate : 
Where nothing can one moment keep. 

Present, or pristine state ? 

M 
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Yet two extremes of ancient cast. 

Do with the present blend ; 
In whose fedr power is holden fast. 

What time can never end. 
The soul of man created, by 

Onmipotence akme. 
Can never, never, never die ; 

Nor was its Author born ! 



MAKE HAY WHILE THE SUN SHINES. 

^^^AKE hay while the sun shines, my Boy, 

^"^ For now is^the time to obtain ! 
What afterwards you shall enjoy. 
The fruit of your labour and pain. 

Make hay while the sim shines, my Man, 
Or you never may witness the day — 

Strive afterwards all that you can, ^ 

To make, and secure your hay. 

Make hay while the sim shines, my Lass, 
Rake well now, and stir it about ; 

Nor su£fer one season to pass. 
Not adding a thread to your suit. 

Make hay while the sun shines, dear Madam, 
Look after, and manage your flock, 

Remember your loss was in Adam ! 
Your gain is in Abn^iam's stock. 
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Make hay while the gun ahmea, good folk, 
And then you wiU not have to me. 

The spending your time in. small talk ; 
A blast at the mouth of the flue« 

Make hay while the aun shinee, on you ! 

Who hare but a short day to work ; 
Methinks you may know what to do, 

Respecting the rake and the fork. 

'* The Sun,'* will soon set in the west ; 

When blackness and darkness appear. 
The loiterer then is distress'd, 

Having lost the sunshine of the year. 

" Our life is a short winter*8 day,'' 
Or a bright summer's morning at best, 

Wherewith, we shall soon pass away. 
As a bird that has flown from its nest. 

« Our life is a short winter's day !" 

Repeat it again, ** my dear Boy," 
Attend now, to what I shall say--*- 

Improvement will never destroy. 

Our Seasons are gloomy, and bright 
Alternate, with heat, and with cold, 

Tho' youth may be fiU'd with delight ! 
Reverse it may be, when they're old. 

Make hay while the sun shines, (I say,) 
'Twill soon be o'er-shaded with gloom, 

Be up and be doing to-day ; 
To-morrow may settle your doom. 
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" No work or device in the grave !'^ 
To which we are hasfning along, 

The rich man, the honest, and brave. 
Alike, test the truth of my song. 

Eemember the subject I've given ! 

Attend to the well meant advice, 
" If you labour, six days out of seven,*' 

You 'never can work them o'er twice. 

Provide while you can, for a storm ! 

The clouds are now lowering for rain ; 
" Patronize the provident worm," 

A harbour you then shall obtain. 

Such a beautiful Anoming is seen. 
All nature is splendid and gay — 

The high vaulted sky is serene ! 
December ^s as pleasant as May. 

For the life that now is, and to come, 
Eemember " the making of hay" — 

While the light of the sun shines at home ; 
And work, while 'tis called to-day* 



BE CAREFUL FOR NOTHING. 




careful that you never care, 
Or anxiously contend. 
For things which cannot need you there. 
Time useless thus to spend. 
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For nothing therefore careful be, 

Where Providence assigns 
The lot of each, by land or sea, 

At which frail man repines. 
Yet, use all care and vigilance, 

Where truth and virtue blends, 
With interest in the moral scene, 

And answers well two ends. 
The welfare of mankind in this, 

And in the world to come ; 
Hereby you'll &id no care amiss. 

Commencing first at home. 




A GOOD MAXIM. 



$mSbt each by self, himself befriend, 

In moral 'suation doat ; 
Then every act of life shall tettd. 
To mend, or m^ke his coat. 

No merit to this work I claim. 

Or patronage solicit ; 
Altho' I do insert my name. 

In language so explicit. 

A rule or two, I will suggest. 
To those who love to read ; 

First, of all matter, cull the best. 
On which your minds to feed. 
2h 
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Hereby the right you must obtaut. 
And cast away the wrong ; 

By this you shall improvement gain. 
And music in yonr song. 

Next, have the pointer in its place, 
Which tells the time of day ; 

In virtae shew an honest face. 
And always pay your way. 

No need for me to speak a word 
Beyond what yon have seen ; 

To waste our time we can't afford. 
You know, the truth I mean. 



LIGHT SPRUNG OUT OF DARKNESS. 




(h£ day is dull, and dark the atmosphere. 
While I am destin'd in my cot to dwell ; 
Yet hope would buoyant rise, my heart to cheer. 

And sound the joyous tidings, '' all is well." 
The orb of day dispels the gloom of night. 

And casts his brilliant orient beams around. 
Where all was dreary, now the prospect bright. 

Re-animates the sotd in darkness bound. 
As when from chaos leaping, Sol arose. 

And Nature smilM to see the lovely mom ; 
While every Shrub, and Plant, alike disclose 

Their sapient beauty, with creation bom. 
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Thus, each spectator tunes the tacit string, 

To sound in grateful notes their Author's praise. 
Sweet melodies, the hirds of music sing, 

Sonorous to the Ancient-eer of days. 
So man, in full accordance with the light. 

Must rise and shine, in yon henighted land, 
Where darkness still prevails, in heathen night, 

With hostile prowess of an Indian band — 
Beyond the Ganges, where the mind is lost. 

In superstitious pomp, and potent pride ; 
As Madam Durga in the river cast 

Their infant children, to the flowing tide ! 
In shameful ignorance, and cruel power 

Of Legislators in yon foreign land, 
All this is done, their offspring to devour. 

While Parents on the banks with horror stand. 
Who, " told that Babes a sweet elysium find," 

When cast into the deep no more to rise : 
Thus, thus deluded, in the loss of mind, 

Need all instruction, from the good and \nse — 
As they are now, so once were we in^night, 

Dense darkness then enveloped all mankind ! 
Until the Son of God, diffused his light, 

And gave us eyes to see, who once were blind. 
With healing in his wings he nobly rides, 

Majestic round the world, the whole to save, 
From sin, and Satan, where no sea divides 

The Ethiopean, or the meanest slave. — 
His goodness, mercy, truth, and light, divine. 

More vivid than the Lightning's flash, shall dart 
In radiant brilliancy, to rise and shine 

Within the portals of 6ach sinner's heart. 
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Then ev'ry tongue shall sound in joyful lays, 
The lorely Anthem, form'd by Christ alone! 

To whom be all the honour, pow'r, and praise. 
World without end, for Jesus did atone* 



THE PEACEFUL PATRIOT. 

^Suli* England's greatness do depend, 

^ Upon this sacred plan ! 

(Which doth her rights in truth defend,) 

" Peace and good-will to man !'* 
Then, is it manifest and clear. 

Since Bonaparte was laid 
In peace, that each succeeding year, 

ReviT'd all kinds of trade ! 
The march of intellect hath run, 

(As it ne'er ran before !) 
Without the bayonet or the gun, 

Increasing all our store 1 
Yea, mental, moral, and finance, 

Beyond all mortal ken ! 
Which proves that peace doth yet enhance, 

The dignity of men. — 
Witness the hostile parties then ! 

In union now, combined. 
Acting their part, I trust as men, 

After their author's mind. — 
The Devil, seems to be let loose ! 

And Christym Nations fight, 
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Thus, to protect, and guard their house, 

Against the " Amorite." 
Then, knock old Satan's trammels off. 

No more shall he devour ; 
Who reign'd so long in Malakoff, 

And built the gothic tower ; 
To fall at last, as Babel must. 

That every soul be free ; 
For God, the only wise, and just. 

Shall reign eternally ! — 
Then, we shall ascertain, and prove, 

The strongest power given. 
Is peace, and harmony, in love ; 

The weapon us'd by heaven ! 
Which must ere long, overcome the rage, 

The human breast contains ; 
To hasten on the golden age. 

When nought but love remains !— 
Altho' the world is wondrous wide. 

With various turn of mind ; 
Yet, Britons, stem the strongfbst tide. 

Fell ignorance to find. 
Then, sending out the word 9f life ! 

To every foreign land ; 
To put an end to mortal strife, 

With Bible in their hand I — 
Much better than the sword, for sure ; 

No more to cut and slay, 
The people whom they cannot cure. 

But, by the gospel way. 
Yet, if in love we're bound to go. 

In maintenance of peace ; 
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To lay the latent rebel low. 

That war and discord cease ! 
Then, shall the God of Israel stand. 

In front, and in the rear ; 
With all oar aimies at command. 

The British nayy steer. 
Into the heathen's dark domain. 

Where cruelty prevails ; 
That truth, and righteousness obtain. 

Spread out your gallant sails ! 
And catch the heavenly breezes fair. 

With virtue's golden pen ! 
To have all Nations under care. 

Of honest, Christian men. 
Then shall the sun 'mid darkness shine ; 

The Ethiop must be free, 
And every soul of man combine. 

To graft the Olive tree. ^ 

This conquest o^er the latent foe. 

In Holy writ we read. 
The period is predicted, tho' 

Commotions will preceed. 
May every undulating stream, 

And every tide convey 
Good tidings, by the hand supreme. 

Then, peace shall win the day !— 







n\1/>^J^/7 
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DOMESTIC HAPPINESS OBTAINED. 

^^ouLD they who read those writings, feel 
'^ ^ But half the comfort here, 
The author felt, (for public weal,) 

Each one would be sincere. 
No doubt has he upon his mind; 

But those who read aright, 
Will many a pleasing subject find, 

To render them delight. 
Those precious moments can't be lost, 

Wherein the same were wrote ; 
For never, since the very first, 

Have they been spent for naught. 
This noble work detach'd him, ^om 

All bustle, care, and strife, 
Which do detract one half the stun 

Of comfort, while in life, 
Where din of politics, and noise, 

Of folly in their train ; 
Disturb the mind in equipoise, 

Creating grievous pain. 
Vexatious vanity in these, 

Hath fied before his eyes ; 
Nor shall he ever pay t^eir fees. 

In labouring to be wise. 
Care and disquietude ne'er come. 

Into his dwelling now, • 

Who sits in solitude at home, 

Where peaoe and ]^nty grow ! 
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Fresh in the morning rise and sing ! 

The pleasing task renew ; 
And mount as does the Lark on wing. 

Her labours to pursue. 
And then your bus'ness all divine, 

Delights the noble soul ! 
. Thus, in your Maker's Image shine. 

While endless ages roll ! 
But, ah ! " say you," we cannot get 

Our Hying by the same ; 
We have to toil, both dry and wet. 

To play the honest game. 
All right, and still I must contend, 

For what I've said before ; 
Home interests, we should ever blend, 

With common wealth in store. 
Allow me now to sit and sing. 

This subject in recluse ; 
That you may have the very thing. 

And not yourself abuse. 
Yes, yes, " say you," if we can raise 

The wind, to bring a calm : 
Then, we may spend some happy days. 

With little self alarm. 
And let vexation fly away. 

Bid vanity depart ; 
And realize the blessed day. 

Which cheers the human heart. 
This day my Mend, is just at hand, 

And now within your reach ; 
Lay hold, you have it at command 

Without a single breach.— 
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Fixt to no spot, is happiness, 

And yet, 'tis every where ! 
For all may have it, more or less. 

And none have ought to spare. 
Such happiness is sure to be, 

The lot of those, who will 
With truth and equity agree. 

And virtue's laws fulfil. 
We cannot buy the boon, 'tis free, 

For Jesu's precious sake : 
Who purchased it, upon the tree ! 

That all might now partake. 




THE PHILOSOPHER AND THE INQUISITORIA. 

^HEfiLE was a bold Philosopher, 
Who liv'd in modern times ; 
And made Parnasfius' bubbles »fck. 
By penning simple rhymes. 

His neighbours rais'd the wonder, how. 

And where he got his bread ! 
As so much time he did bestow, 

To have the Muses fed. 

Up came Inquisitoria bold. 

And thus enqoir'd of him, 
If chance on trul^ he could lay hold. 

His noddle^pin to trim ! 

K 
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" It seems to me/^ said he, *' as how. 
Your head, your bread commands ! 

I camiot tell, sir, how you do ! 
And no one understands." 

According as the curious ask. 

Philosophy replies ; 
Thus, with an answer, drew the mask. 

Which hung before his eyes. 

'' Methinks, that if your hands and head 

Were rightly us'd together. 
You'd then provide your daily bread. 

In calm, for stormy weather." 

" Well, well," said he, " but Fre enough 

To do, to get my bread ; 
Together with all useful stuff. 

And use, both hands and head !" 

" I make no doubt of that my man. 
So much you seem to need ; 

Your looks present you weak and wan. 
With time, you cannot speed !" 

" Well well, again, but you don't know. 

What I have got in hand ; 
Whether the wind blow high, or low, 

I work by sea, or land !" 

'' All right you should, do you ask why, 

And how, I make it clear ? 
In season man, your moments buy, 

And by the compass steer. 
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The roughest winds that eyer blew, 

Blew just in their own season : 
As all your troubles, ever grew, 

Where you were wanting reason." 

'' Come, come, we'd better drop't, you're right, 

Whatever I may say ; 
You seem of me to make a bite, 

For which, I've got to pay." 

«« Drop't you think man ! drops and bites, 

When well appli'd, as food ; 
Will put the system all to rights. 

And do you lasting good. 

But droppings of the meagre sort, 

Can never stand the test ; 
You buy a tankard for a groat : 

And off goes all the rest. 

You happen, to this class belong. 

O'er head and ears in war ! 
Wrangling and jangling in a thr«ng. 

Driving the Devil's car. 

And thus, you spend your time for naught, 
Nay, worse than naught, I say ; 

You're in the stream of drinking caught, 
Which runs yourself away !" 

'* Now come, come, come, be canny, sir, 

You've said enough, I think. 
My stomach now begins to stir, 

I like a drop of drink." 
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*' Man I 8top the tap, and think awhile. 

Then lahonr for your self ; 
That wife and family may smile. 

With hites upon your shelf !" 

'M think my eyes are opening sir, 

I fancy I can see. 
Throughout my life, I've made a blur, 

That's nearly rum'd me ! 

For now, as I begin to think. 

If when m youth so gay ; 
I'd sav'd my money spent in drink, 

I need not work to-day/' 

** Well man, I'm glad you've got your eyes. 

Wherewith to have a sight, 
Of something that may make you wise, 

'Ere day, recline to night. 

A time there is for every thing, 
To work, that all may thrive ; 

The Bee, in summer, on the wing, 
firings honey to the hive/' 

** That's true, if ever truth you spoke : 
And now I'll strive to mend ; 

Tho' late, I find that life's no joke : 
My time will shortly end." 

** Well, now my friend, you see quite clear, 
That head and hands together, 

(By grace, and reason, onward steer ;) 
Provide for stormy weather. 
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Then, pray to God, to help you on ; 

(Whose blessing shall be given :) 
That when your work, on earth is done ; 

He take you home, to Heaven." 



THE MARRIAGE FEAST, IN "EDEN'S BOWER/' 

▲I« A19THEK. 

TxJNB, — The Life of my Georgie. 




jHiLE passing through this dreary vale, 
Where sin and sorrow rage ; 
Full many a bitter sordid gale. 
The saints have to engage. 

Yet by and bye, shall mount on high ; 

Beyond their raging tower ; 
And every pinching blast defy, 

When lodged in " Eden's Bower." 

Where lovely roses ever spring, 

To bloom, and blossom there ; 
These laurels to Emmanuel bring. 

And each a crown shall wear. 

Come then with me, rejoice and sing. 

We'll conquer in the field ; 
And make the hills and vallies ring, 

The vict'ry now is seal'd ! — 
2n 
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Our captain rides the milk white horse, 

With armies by his side ; 
Marching along the heavenly course, 

The <* Bridegroom and the Bride.''* 

No more by winds and tempests driven. 
Have crossM the swelling tide ; 

All landed, in the port of heaven ! 
Where Jesus doth reside. 

Those who arrive in Eden's bower, 

So lovely and so fair ; 
Shall each inhale a balmy shower. 

Of sweet salubrious air. 

While zephyrs wafting mildly fan 

Their fragrance and perfume ; 
Thus to invigorate the man. 

Who wears the bright costume.f 

Here, all their senses pregnant are 
With love, which makes them free ; 

Their image as the Morning Star,{ 
To shine eternally !— 

Not only so, but music grand, 
Shall vibrate through the whole ; 

And in this Bower ; (the *' happy land ;") 
We ne'er regret the fall. 

■ Chriit and hii Church. f The Wedding Garment. 

X JcMt Chriit. 
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Far risen now, beyond the joy. 

Of Paradise below, — 
Where nothing can our peace annoy, 

But happier ever grow. 

The marriage feast is on, and all 

May freely now partake. 
Come at a word, attend the call. 

And eat for Jesu's sake. 

Behold, the splendid sumptuous cheer, 

A never ending store ; 
Drink, at the crystal fountain here, 

And live for ever more ! 




WILFUL VIOLATION OF THE SABBATH. 

|b honor'd workmen, who engage 
To do your owner's pleasure, 
Can you expect, the best of wage. 

To make, and hold your treasure ? 
Attend ye then, to truth laid bare ; 

God's word alone can stand : 
Nor yet ih' incorrigible spare. 

Who break, his " knorwn command." 
And they who wont adhere to it, 

Condemn'd already are ; 
Nor can they now in comfort tit, 

Or drive the ^* peaceful car," 



if 
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Mark ! in usage of the ill got store, 

Which some would call their own ; 
And ever gasping after more ; 

The seeds of Death are sown ! 
The Sabbath violated, must 

The wrath of Gk>d provoke ; 
And they who smelt the Iron-dust, 

Prepare the servile yoke. 
Tho', daily warning, *' such have given. 

The holy day to hold ; 
Yet, counter to the laws of heaven. 

They feed the *' metal mould." 
Take off, take off the Furnace blast. 

Nor fire the Sabbath day ; 
Or surely you will make the cast, 

For which you'll have to pay. 
No matter what your business be. 

Your maker knows it all ; 
Whose just commandments you must see, 

And do, or down you fall. 
Fall where ? (say you in vague pretence. 

And question Qod in vain ;) 
" Into the burning pit, from whence 

You cannot rise again !" 
The '' Iron chain," with which you are 

At present, ** thus engag'd" 
Will hold adherents faster far — 

Than Belteshazar, '' cag'd." 
Th' hand-writing, b upon the wall ! 

Against the man who will, 
(As Qods) on gold, or silver call. 

And worship Idols still. 
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Belshazzar's impious feast, read o'er, 

Open your eyes, axul see ; 
Mark, what is said as heretofore : 

Now taxed upon thee. 
And shall your money-making, blow 

The fiery furnace blast ? 
To quaff, in flames of hell below. 

The ruin'd soul at last ! 
My fellow man, take this reproof. 

With what you've had before : 
Unto the " wise," I've said enough, 

To open every pore. 




A DISSERTATION ON TIME, AND ITS 

PROPER UI^E. 

^ULL liberty I do possess, 
To use my time by measure ; 
Supplies of which are getting less : 
And where is all my treasure ? 

Should I those precious moments lose. 

Which goodness grants to me ; 
The fountain here will shortly close, 

And thus exhausted be. 

Our time, and health, and wealth, are such 

In value, none can count ! 
And yet, if wanting e'er so much. 

May lose the whole amount* 
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Man looks, and speaks, and thinks, and acts, 

Tho', often latter first ; 
Much worse than neutralizing facts, 

By which the boon is lost. 

That should while here, enhance the bliss, 

Of all the thinking race,-^ 
Who never need one moment miss, 

T' improve the day of grace. 

The structure, which is form'd upright. 

With head so nobly grand ! 
Will bear, and keep, the polish bright. 

Which Christians understand. 

Best faculties are plac'd in front. 

Inferior ones behind, — 
Which never need retard, or blunt, 

Qood feelings of the mind. 

Vast idle talk, and foolish joke, 

Are practised, far too oft. 
Reducing mind, to creep or walk. 

When it should soar aloft. 

Where bright Creation issues forth. 

The wise designs of him. 
Who made, and plac'd mankind on earth. 

And gave the active limb ! 

But, not to loiter in the field 

Of action, while below — 
Or else, his stock can never yield, 

What loit'rers never know. 



wbight's poems. 155 

Sweet peace of mind, with true content, 

In every station free ! 
Nor e'er a moment vainly spent. 

Are bless' d eternally. 

MORAL. 

Our moments, and minutes, form hours, and days, 
Which swell into .months, and to years ; 

All the past, are far gone, no more to return. 
One moment alone, now appears. 

As this is the case, we must leave the old place, 

To seek out a better estate, 
Where, far beyond time, in yon heavenly clime ! 

Our happiness, cannot abate. 




THE ENCHANTED WATERS. 

loE waters enchanted, so often found me, 
Drawn off from the principal point : 
Where Truth in accordance could never agree. 

The system was thrown out of joint. 
Both the mind and the will, perverted remain. 

While keeping a portion to taste ; 
In the head, or the bosom, it genders a pain. 

And runs the whole system to waste. 
Altho' it proposes a charm to produce, 

And make the poor invalid well ; 
It springs from the fountain of poisonous juice, 

And brew'd in the suburbs of Hell ! 
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The *' Demon" hatb laid bis enchantment so deep. 

At the Bottle and Glass yon may sip ; 
And with the contents he will lull you to sleep. 

Till into commotion you slip. 
Awak'd by the rumour, you lift up your eyes. 

To behold what a mess you are in ! 
But now you are canght, tho' you look with suiprise. 

All this ** is the wages of sin.'' 
I have heard him say thus, draw nigh if you please. 

Your friend John ^' will give you a treat," 
Do take a wee drop, man ! and sit at your ease. 

The waters enchanted, are sweet ! 
The simple are trapped (by these sorry wiles) 

Who take the first glass with a friend ; 
Have got the '* enchantment," which ever beguiles ! 

Their pleasures, in sorrow shall end. 
'* Let me, of the waters of Meribah drink," 

And obey the commandments of God ! 
With faculties sober, to speak, and to think, 

Of him, who gave " Moses the rod." 
With which, the rock smote, and the waters guah'd out. 

To supply the lack of the day-— 
By the power of God, who, for "Israel" fought. 

When ^* Joshua," march' d on his way ! 
Now let us attend, to the word of our friend. 

While thus, in the desert we are ; 
And then, to the '* Mountain of Horeb" ascend ! 

Our Captain, hath finish'd the war. 
Where rivers of water, for ever do flow. 

In streams, from " Emmanuel's side !" s 

And fruits, in abundance, delightfully grow. 
To entertain, only the bride. 
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SCOBAL. 



Mark, this caution we give to the people, who live 

Where drink is the dash of the day ; 
Not a drop now receive, or you'll afterwards grieve, 

When you have the Devil " to pay !" 




THE MEDICINE CHEST. 

^LD Satan made a vamish'd puke. 
And gave it to a certain Duke, 
Who thought 'twould make him wondrous wise, 
And let him 8ee with both his eyes ! 
So then, he took the woful dose, ' 
Which bred within, " a world of foes !" 
Till Nickey's agent gaye a call. 
Who swallow'd H Duke, and puke an* all. 
It!s operation's hard to tell. 
We judge of Physic by the smell ; 
And yet, the draught of sin is such, 
Man never thinks he gets too much ; 
Until his die be nearly cast. 
And then, he may repent at last. 
" When Adam fell a prey to this. 
He spoilt his beauty, health, and bliss," 
Tho' he was duke, and lord, and knight, 
He sacrific'd his honor bright ! 
And confiscated the estate 
Confer'd on man, «o aobly great—- 
o 
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Then, doom'd himself to ruin quite, 

And fix'd us, in an awful plight ! 

A *' friend" in need, was just at hand. 

Who bought the confiscated land. 

And more, by his redeeming plan. 

Than did at first belong to man ! 

To us, who caus'd him grief, and pain. 

He gave possession once again ; 

That we, might reinstated be. 

And hold the same eternally. 

Tho' '* quacks" make up their dozes yet, 

Who tell us they were never bet. 

With any thing they take in hand : 

(As they woidd have us understand) 

And thus, administer the pill. 

Which leaves the patient sickly still ; 

Or worse than e'er he was before. 

And mark him down a double score,— 

Which he can never, never pay. 

Thus is he crippl'd every day. 

" The great Physician" let us try. 

Who bids all come to him and buy 

The Med' cine, which mankind must have, 

Their never dying souls to save. 

And you who have no money come. 

Your Doctor, always is at home,— 

No charge he makes or even bill, 

All may partake whoever will ; 

His work he never does by chance, 

The sin- sick soul is heal'd at once. 

And enters on the *' Grand Estate," 

Reserv'd for all the good, and great, 
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In time, and to the latest point. 

United by the treble joint. — 

Which time can never wear away, 

'Twill last to an eternal day ! 

And then, while endless ages roll ; 

He's bless'd in body, and in soul. 

Enjoyment is his constant store, 

Nor can he have, or wish for more. 

Then, let all Lords, and Dukes, and Knights, 

Beware of Doctor's quack'ry-bites ; 

The rich, the poor, the high, the low. 

May to the " great Physician go !" 

And thus obtain whatever they need. 

Of him, who made the will, and deed — 

Securing all, to mortal man ! 

By his decrees, ere time began. 




THE FRUITS OF INFINITE LOVE. 

iuBFASsiKO all mankind have wrote, 
Is still reserved for those. 
Who learn the precepts Jesus taught. 
When mortal life shall close. 

Nor can we calculate the sum 

Of all the blessings here ; 
Time present, past, or yet to come. 

Would leave us in the rear. 
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By faith, we're winding tfaTongh the vale. 

Where lovely hreezes blow ; 
And, wafted by a princely gale. 

Which Christians only know. 

Some parts of which, I'll strive to name : 

The joy, and lasting peace» 
Besulting ever from the same. 

Shall never, never cease. 

And, when we reach " the promised Land," 

Shall then behold the store — 
Reserved for those, (at God's right hand,) 

Who live for evermore ! 

On fruits mature, which ever grow, 

'Mid sweet salubrious air ; 
And purest waters gently flow, 

All harmonizing there. 

While zephyrs waft their balmy sweets. 

In odorifrous fume ; 
Each breeze, the song of love repeats. 

And spreads her golden plume. 

The joys of this jasminion state. 

Delight angelic minds. 
To realize, and contemplate 

The love, which all combines. 

While saints do sing, we've gAin'd the prize. 

For ever to retain ; 
Where sun's immortal, brilliant rise ! 

Never to set again. — 
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Can I in this attempt, display 
(Magnificence sublime ;) 

The glories of eternal day. 
In yon luxuriant clime ? 

Ah ! never, never, never till. 
All faith, is lost in sight, 

And then, the increase ever will 
Be permanent delight ! 

Far more than all the world below, 
And all the powers above I 

United, can conceive, or know, 
" Th' infinitude of Love !'' 



THE CHILD'S DETERMINATION. 






M: WILL be talking of the Lord, 
'^■"^ * His glory, love, and power — 
Shall be my theme, in every word, 
Until my latest hour. 

Beneficence, and free good- will, 

By his redeeming grace ; 
My heart with gratitude shall fill, 

In every time, and place. 

His works, so wonderfully great. 

And mercy without end ! 
Induce my soul on him to wait, 

And all my time to spend. 
2 o 



r- 
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Thus, to his honor, glory, praise. 

And ownself benefit ; 
Commencing in my early days, 

1*11 study holy writ. 

Wherein to read, and learn, and know. 
And mafk the path to tread ! 

And then, the same to others show ; 
To furnish heart, and head. 

That, wise unto salvation, each 
May grow, by grace alone ; 

And as young " Timothy," I'll preach, 
Jesus, the comer stone. 



THE TACITONIA ! ! ! 

.^'^!^§HEBE, is the speech so loudly heard ? 
u..c5>K2k:a rpj^^|. jjj mankind may know. 

Their Maker's voice without a word ! 

Ah ! " whither shall I go ?" 
The boist'rous wind, the whispering wind. 

The tempests howling yell ! 
While passing, leave a sound behind ; 

Inquiring, is all well ? — 
The waters, gliding gently by ; 

The torrents, rapid move ; 
In tacit language, each reply. 

Our author lives above ! 
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The fire, the hail, the snow, the sleet, 

With every drop of rain ; 
In element'ry tone repeat. 

The subject o'er again. 
The thunder's loud terrific roll ; 

The vivid lightning's dart ; 
Speak plainly, to the human soul. 

And daunt the stoutest heart ! 
The seas, in one perpetual roar, 

Are quite distinctly heard, 
By those, upon the ocean shore, 

Without one verbal word. 
Such howHngs in the wilderness, 

Throughout the valley run ; 
While every sound speaks nothing less, 

Than, time is moving on.- 
Th^ mountains,, stand a monument, 

Of God's Almighty power ! 
And now, to us, do represent. 

Subject, of " Babel's tower." 
The air we breathe, is freely given, 

Tho' every breath we spend ; 
This language speaks (direct from heaven,) 

" Your time must shortly end !" 
War, pestilence, and famine too. 

With all diseases sure : 
Just witness this, and clearly shew, 

God can't with sin endure. 
But, let us take a pleasing view. 

To represent the word— 
Which spake the world, and all things new I 

When '* Chaos" bounding, heard. 
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Behold, yon brilliant orb of day !^ 

And listen to his speech ; 
Hear him in tacit language say, 

" I daily sermons preach !" 
He casts his light, and heat, around, 

On both our hemispheres ; 
And animates the solid ground, 

From whence all life appears. 
Witness yon vegetation spring. 

On which the Hving feed ; 
The menial, mendicant, and king, — 

'* This Book'' all nations read. 
The moon, dependent on the sun. 

Holds forth her splendid torch ; 
Who, but for him, had ne'er begun, 

To take her nightly march. 
The brilliant stars which twinkling shine, 

Speak forth their author's name ; 
Each bears this mark, *' the hand divine," 

Doth shine in every flame ! 
All these celestial things are high ; 

Far, far above our reach ! 
And yet, their voice is heard so nigh ; 

We understand their speech. 
But let us now descend again. 

And listen while below ; 
To all the vegetative train, 

That whisper as they grow. 
A smile there is, on every flower ! 

And as we look, they nod ; 
And state, "they're subjects of an hour," 

Just risen from the sod. 
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While trees, which bear their fruit so well, 

May blossom and look gay I 
Their language is, " your parents fdi," 

And we must soon decay. 
The bloom is shed, the fruit is cast. 

And every leaf shall ftdl ; 
The tree itself, now drops at last, 

Symbolical of all. 
Mankind, so healthy, blithe, and gay. 

Who, like the lily grew. 
In colour splendid, pass away, 

Just as the " morning dew." 
Now what shall I say more to those, 

Who cannot read, or spell ? 
In tacit language I suppose. 

You hear the warning bell. 
And if you cannot hear, your eyes. 

May happen give a look. 
And learn a lesson by the wise 

" Author," of Nature's book ! 
But, if you can't by this display. 

Discern the truth so plain. 
We'll try it in another way. 

Which may prove endless gain. 
'Tis this, ** the passions of the mind," 

You harbour, or remove ; 
Retain the one, that's ever kind ; 

" The principle of love." 
As this alone, fulfils the law. 

Which God hath given man ; 
Within himself, then shall he know, 

The great redeeming plan. 
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A heart renew'd by grace alone ; 

The Tilest one may feel, 
And bless the day, that he was bom. 

With impress of the seal ! 
The still, small yoice, now speaks within ; 

No language half so plain : 
It tells him, he is clear of sin, 

And woo's him to remain. 
The '' Tadtonia" ever speaks. 

In sentiment sublime ; 
And he, who wisdom, truly seeks, 

Must find it while in time. 
Which now, is ebbing out apace. 

And not a moment still ! 
So, like the tide, in every place. 

Where rising, swells the bill. 
Now, if the day of grace is spent. 

In idleness and play ; 
Be sure of this, you must repent, 

That e'er you saw the day. 
But, if each moment you improve, 

And listen to the voice, 
Which speaks no language else but love ; 

You've made a noble choice ! 
In her embrace, you live and die ; 

Then, live to die no more : 
But reign with " Christ" beyond the sky ; 

For he hath gone before. 
Who spake the word, and worlds were made, 

XJnnumber'd yet by man ; 
And form'd deep projects in the shade. 

By his Redeeming plan ! 
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The still, small voice, is surely heard. 
And secret truths reveal' d ; 

In tacit language, by his word : 
When with the spirit sealed ! 



:p: 




THE PEACEFUL WAR. 



(ttt on the armour of your God, 
The whole of which you need ; 
And watch withal, his signal nod, 
Who doth the armies lead. 

" Fight the good fight of faith, said Paul," 

While in the midst of strife ; 
Attend the holy spirit's call ; 

Lay hold on endless life ! 

Can we obey yon chiefs command ? 

With carnal weapons fight. 
Against mankind by sea, or land ! 

In slaughter take deUght ? 

*' The potsherds of the earth may strive. 

Contending with each other ;" 
But Christian nations, won't connive. 

And fight against their brother. 

Ah, no ! the principle of love, 

Possesses ev'ry breast ! 
Peaceful, and harmless, as a dove 

Xtetuming to her test. 
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The noblest battle ever fought, 
Since time on earth began ; 

Was that by which our Captain brought, 
Salvation unto man. 

No greater power exists, than love, 

'Twill conquer every foe ; 
But, if we from the camp remove, 

Then quite astray we go. 

The " Christian victor" may I prove. 
O'er sin, and death, and hell ; 

By Christ's appointed weapon, love. 
Which always answers well. 

To work the golden rule, whereby 
All Christian people live ; 

And imitate their Saviour's cry, 
" Father ! I pray forgive." 

And now the conquest he hath seal'd. 
With his most preciouis blood ; 

The secret truly is reveal'd. 
And by us understood. 

See you to this, the golden thread. 
Force through the needle's eye : 

One single touch can raise the dead, 
And make the Devil fly ! 

As brethren, let us love, and live 

In virtue of His name ; 
Who did His life for mortals give. 

And peace on earth proclaim. 
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That everlasting peace we might 

Enjoy in realms above ! 
Where Heavenly armies never fight, 

In sweet harmonic love. 




C ( o(c^.fc 



A SPECIMEN OF WAR, AND SPLENDID 

TITLES ! I ! 

EHOLD the Bussians, with the Poles, 
In Anstralenca's field ! 
Where twenty thousand human souls, 

With blood the battle sealed. 
All slain, and wounded, what a sight. 

For Christians to behold ! 
Speak out, and tell me, is it right, 

To barter life for gold ? 
The conq'rers then did prostitute. 

The widows of the slain ! 
And put to death, (to gain their suit,) 

The children that remain. 
All this was done, and vastly more 

Than prudence bids me name ; 
While rapine, murder, death and gore, 

They term, a noble game ! 
And then, forsooth, those valiant men ; 

(So calPd, because of power :) 
Will try the same trick o'er again, 

The Turks and all devour. 
p 
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Our British heroes loath to see. 

Such base inhuman work ! 
Would strive to set the captive free. 

And thus, assist the '« Turk." 
The French, and English, (both allied,) 

Are gone to quell their rage ! 
'Mid frost and snow, 'gainst wind and tide. 

The '* Russians" to engage. 
Tho' ** Wellmgton," and " Bonaparte," 

In battie spent their day. 
And forty millions (annual smart.) 

Have left, for us to pay ! 
" 'Tis true, that hostile parties we. 

Full many a year have fought ! 
Opposing each, by land and sea. 

While in the trap, we're caught." 
And then, those valiant men they say, 

Just fight, to make us bread ; 
Altho' for it we've dear to pay. 

And feast upon the dead. 
A title then, is given to. 

The hero of the gang ; 
Who did the bravest murder do« 

Where peals of vicf ry rang ! 
Thousands of pounds are settl'd on. 

The '* villain" for his deed ; 
By which, he thinks, all's right he's done, 

He's now of noble breed ! 
O ! shame upon you, fie for shame ; 

All those who honor such. 
Break useful limbs, to bind with &me. 

And help them with a crutch. 
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Away with titles, names, and power, 

Obtain'd by roguish art I 
Which lesson dignity, the flower 

Of man, with generous heart. 
The stipendary bounties swell, 

And fill the breast with glee ! 
While '• honor's" tickling music bell. 

Drowns every sight they see. 
And only simpletonians yield, 

Who can't foresee the evil ; 
This truth is proved in battle-field. 

They've listed to the D^vil. 
In whose vile service, are engag'd, 

To murder, cut, and slay ; 
All hell's let loose, and so enrag'd. 

That none can win the day. 
Weapons of deep destruction are 

Sheath'd in a brother's side ! 
While thus he cries, don't cut and mar. 

The son of Father's bride! 
Hold, brother, hold, I'p not in jest. 

See what a deadly wound : 
On me inflicted, I'm distress'd. 

Here dying on the ground! 
Big tears I'll shed, for you, my brother. 

My heart doth well nigh burst ; 
I hope you'll never slay another : 

Farewell, here's dust to dust. 
And will you designate him lord. 

Or noble duke, or knight t 
Who, wantonly can use the sword. 

And murder, with delight ? 
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The appellation's out of place, 

Alike in word and deed ; 
Pray, who would wish the sad disgrace, 

Entail'd upon their seed ? 
None, but the vicious ones whose yoke, I 

Is bondage, blood, and war. 
Through seas of gore, they pioudly stalk. 

And drive the Devil's car. I 

With sword in hand, the bay'net too. 

Big guns, are charged to fire ! 
They shoot, and cut, and slay, but who 

Their practise can admire ? 
Fine '* Titles" please the sordid mind. 

Big with brutality ! 
With scarce a touch of human kind ; 

Lost all humanity. 
They take up arms, forsooth, to kill 

Mankind, without occasion ; 
Then rob the dead, their sacks to fill,' 

And call it, just invasion. — 
Behold them wade through reeking blood, 

(Of those, whom they have slain ;) 
Plundering, and style it nobly good, 

To live, by roguish gain. 
Ah ! mean, mean, mean, I can't but say, 

Tou hold it in succession ; 
All primogeniture's queer day. 

And call't a lord's possession. 
But, can you eat, and drink with pleasure. 

The proceeds of the same ? 
And do you now enjoy the treasure. 

Got, by the hellish game ? 
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'TwUl soon be over, NichoPs gone ! 

But where, I cannot tell : 
Emp'rors, and Kings, do travel on, 

And ring the warning bell. 
For us, who yet in time may act, 

And still push on the deed ; 
But mark, this grave, and sterling fact, 

Each one, is sowing seed. 
The fruit of which, we soon shall reap, 

When time with us shall end ; 
Who, God's commandments wiU not keep • 

Have lost their only friend. 
" Hark ye ! the shrill, alarming sound. 

From « Alma's" battle field ! 
This sword hath fix'd th' immortal wound : 

My destiny is seal'd. 
" Mid reeking blood, I've bst my aU, 

Ambition is my foe • 
While in the " Crimea" thousands fall, 

And sink in endless woe. 
I hear the beat of battle drum ; 
The trumpets sound alarm ! 
Then, hostile parties, trembling come, 

By this Demoniac charm. 
Buoy'd up, beyond fair reason's power. 

Fell passions bear the sway ; 
With vicious reckleness devour. 

The innocent, and slay — 
The Mother's only, only son, 
Poor Widows are bereav'd, 
Their Children all, are now undone : 

And Christian souls are griev'd. 
2p 
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But what can be expected less. 

From those who list to fight ? 
Their aim and olvject is distress, . 

Who, wrong prefer, to right. 
Have mercy Lord, the wounded cries : 

Amid the horrid yell ! 
Of those who have obtained their prize, 

And ring Damnation's bell. 
. Jesus receive me, can'st thou not. 

In this most needful hour ! 
My sins from thy remembrance blot. 

Or Devils will devour. 
This soul of mine, this precious soid ! 

Ah ! when the spirits fled. 
Shall I then weep, and wail, and howl, 

Dying, and never dead r 
Speak out, ye murdering men, and say ! 

Where are the souls of those. 
Whom ye deliberately did slay ; 

Are they in bless'd repose ? 
Where are the Czars, the Dukes, and Knights ? 

Great owners of the land ! 
Who strive to put the world to rights. 

With sword, and gim in hand. 
Behold the judge of all the earth ! 

In grandeur, nobly clad ; 
With vengeance go w, to test the worth 

Of actions, good, or J^^^.r^^j^ .nuooivu odT 
The balance, true aggg^fitiiif^fSt .'i^rfjol^. 'jdT 

In righteousnessjj^fyjjjj^ ^,; ,,,o:.iV/ looq 
And each, tl^iffiftg^4H^8]^ftJl,gQyi,,o -ii,,, r 

The-"Greafc''.,^,jv^,^i^%ll,ij,hd'J bnA. 
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For weight and measure you shall have, 

Meted to you again ! 
As justice reigns beyond the grave : 

And surely must obtain. 
Fine names and titles, then can not. 

Avail the least the man ! 
" The peaceful garment without spot. 

Is Christ's redeeming plan/' — 




THE TALENT. 



^js not for those, possessing much. 
Of this world's goods, to boast ; 
Responsibility is such : 

Big stewards have the most. 

And he, who acts his part the best. 

However low his station ; 
Shall in the Prince's suit be dress'd. 

And meet his approbation. 

Remember this, ye landed men. 

Who hold the large estate ! 
You'll have to leave it soon, and then. 

To mend it, is too late. 

Would ih^vi vAiodtm^ di^MteKiit^itidK^i^r 
Ini^dtofubolBiisigftJM^no JuoriiiV/ ^^^^•' 

Scatter thb e&xiKiSft4Aife*«||libMvtlf[ tei^,oO edT 

Or sblvl^iriil«iJg[4>A>hdmOfils aedi baA 
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Then, it would have a chance to spring, 

And multiply their store ; 
A harvest in due season bring. 

Producing tenfold more ! 

Now, never let your talent rust. 
Or, useless you will prove. 

If ever man went wrong, ye must. 
With nothing to remove. 

And worse than nothing, you will find. 
When summoned to account ; 

Your goods, and all, are left behind. 
And empty is the fount. 

MOBAX.. 

- This privilege is ours, to live, 
While here, and vastly more ! 
'Tis God's prerogative to give 
To the improved store. 



CREATION OF THE WORLD. 

JlTK Alt them. 

TUNE. — Creation, 




HEN Nature in confusion lay, 
^ Without one single Ahade of light. 
The Go^rofi poweir tiHEii'diiighi'ie iAyy : > j<: 
And then appewfAft'^Ftodidilghifcd''. lU 
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Creation ! heaven, and earth apart, 

Fixt by his own Almighty word ; 
Who first to Nature gave a start 

Propell'd in order, by its Lord. 

The Sun, the Moon, the Stars, above. 

And all the varied Planets shine. 
In perpetuity to move. 

And speak their origin divine ! 
Hark, hark ! the Morning Stars rejoice, 

And sing in sweet harmonic lays ; 
The Planetudinarian voice. 

Is heard to sound its Author's praise ! 

On Earth, the green grass now appears. 
With Shrubs, and Plants, of varied hue. 

Which in successive months and years, 
Present a fresh and pleasing view. 

Behold, in Paradise, the trees. 
Laden with rich, delicious fruit ; 

While zephyrs waft their lovely breeze, 
' And Nature wears her first new suit ! 

Then, Man was made, the Lord of all 

Created things, by sea or land ; 
Birds, Fish, and Beasts, both great and small, 

Subservient to his sole command. 
An help-mate for him, now sprang forth, 

Created by Almighty power ; 
Which gave to Nature all its worth, 

The lovely, and fairest Flower ! 

By whom, transferred from earth to heav'n, 
The brightest ** Qem" that ever shone ! 
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And now to ns the boon is giv'n ! 

The Son of God, of woman bom. 
Whereby, the the golden knot is tied, 

A stanza, all in hannony ! 
Which nerer, never can subside. 

Throughout a vast eternity ! 

KOSJLL, 

The Creation is grand ! but can you behold 

The author of Nature within ? 
Who made the whole universe, not to be sold. 

In bondage, a debtor to sin. 
The world was presented to Man when upright, 

Tho' he has perverted the plan ; 
By actions immoral, tum'd day into night. 

And this was the ruin of man ! 
Yet, order and harmony out of his reach, 

In primitive style doth appear ; 
All nature is vocal, attend to its speech, 

" The God of Creation is here !" 




THE WAY TO QUELL THE STORM. 

;Vhen envy, spleen, and malice rage. 
Where friendship ought to dwell ; 
Assiduous art must then engage. 

Their virulence to quell. 
By answer mild, in soft reply 
To propositions made ; 
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Then, enmity will surely die, 

Or sink in retrograde. 
But if in wrath, the evil tongue. 

Be clink -ma-clank a going : 
Iniquity is highly sprung. 

Pernicious winds are blowing ! 
Thus, when two fires meet, you know 

They kick up such a blaze : 
With bellows you begin to blow. 

And sparks fly out, all ways ! 
Good sort of folk may catch the flame, 

Which makes their bosom bum ; 
For indignation is the game, 

We all are apt to learn. 

MOBAL. 

Tho' storms and tempests do assail, 

The man of courage bold ; 
They cannot over him prevail. 

Remember " Job of old." 
' In patience do possess your soul, 

And never dare to shrink ; 
Altho' the ocean billows roll, 

By faith you cannot sink. 
*' Remember Daniel in the den !'' 

The children in the fire ! 
Who stood the test, as honest men, 

Against vindictive ire. 
Let winds arise, and tempests rage, 

No matter what befall ! 
Omnipotence doth still engage, 

You're safe amid them all ! 
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A GOOD FORTUNE BEQUEATHED TO THE 
INTENDED SPOUSE, THUS— 

[^K legal matters, do your best, 
'^ And leave to Providence the rest ; 
Without presumptive air, or pride. 
Thus, will you make a trusty bride. 
Obtaining what you little thought, 
A man, without a single groat : 
Yet, never in this state despair,- 
Your master will be always there. 
From whose protection never roam ; 
And he'll conduct you to your home : 
Where, happy you may ever be. 
Through time, and to eternity. 
My heart's desire, and wish, it is. 
That he, be yours, and you be his ; 
In love and unity to dwell. 
Until you meet, where all fares well. 
Adieu, adieu, once more I'll say, 
Just do your best, without delay : 
As time and chance, will happen all. 
The high, the low, the great, and small. 
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CAUSE AND EFFECT. 



i> 




(hen anger and revenge prevail, 
Within the breast of man ; 
The yielding heart propels the gale, 

Which envy first began. 
And thus, the boisterous winds arise, 

To fill the vacant bowl 
Of those, who think themselves more wise, 

Than is the virtuous soul. 
And thus the vicious termagant. 

Disturbs his own repose ; 
By fungus rais'd, to puff and pant. 

With every wind that blows. 
But, look at one who can't be caught, 

By cunning, flippant guile ; 
Nor ever can be sold or bought, 

By other's frown or smile. 
The man of mind is sound and firm. 

As is the sturdy Oak, 
Which stands the test in every storm. 

And never needs a cloak. 
As every blast of wind that blows. 

Accelerates the growth. 
Of all its fibrous roots and boughs. 

In Age, as well as Youth. 
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THE PRIEST AND PHILOSOPHER. 

^)55^^HY don*t you join us, Sir ? nor go to yon crew. 

Who strike up, and make such a din ; 
I'll give you a sitting within my own pew. 

By which a good proselyte win. 
" Attend, if you please, it's quite right that you should: 

Remember who gave the command ! 
To preach his own Gospel, tho' not understood 

By many who take it in hand.'' 
'' You know the thing well, nor can I dispute 

Your qualification in grace ; 
But come to my Church, held so high in repute, 

By all the respectable race." 
<< We're taught at the College, as such, have a right 

To maintain our dignity here ; 
Far, far above those who in shouting delight. 

And oft in the streets do s^pear." 
'' Come, friend, what do you say ? allow me to hear, 

A sentence or two from your lip ; 
We know that Philosophers always are queer, 

And often do handle the whip ; 
I beg you be gentle in using the thong. 

If such you may happen to need ; 
Nor lay it on frequent, or yet very strong, 

Or else you may cause me to bleed !" 

« « « « 

" You Priests, in Pulpits have your way, 
And why not me have mine ? 
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Hear now, what I have got to say, 

My message is divine ! 
You've styl'd me a Philosopher ! 

Which may be right, I grant ; 
And when you make an open blur, 

I'll give the thing you want. 
You're not infallible, we know, 

Am blinded " Pope" would be ; 
Nor ever to his Church will go, 

Then listen unto me. 
When Doctors, Bards, and Parsons, sir, 

In matters disagree ; 
Then comes the true Philosopher, 

To give them eyes to see. 
But if through prejudice they will, 

Each one, contend he's right : 
Such are in heathen darkness still ; 

With eyes, yet wanting sight ! 
Would sects, and parties, all agree, 

And own the standard one ; 
In unity, the Church would be : 

Each, hand in hand go on. 
Now, search the scriptures, get the rule 

Laid down, by God alone ! 
And don't be stupid as a mule : 

Christ did for all atone ! 
He is the true Philosopherv 

The Prophet, Priest, and King ; 
Then, let us make a noble stir. 

And out of bondage spring ! 
Vain bigotry, and self-conceit, 

Lodging within the sect ; 
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Work up their ruin, so complete, 

None can its own detect. 
From hence, may each a lesson take ; 

Attend the tnnnpet call, 
To watch and pray, for Jesu's sake ! 

That sects and parfies fall. 
And all the world be gathered in, 

To his delightfal fold : 
Then, Jesus Christ, alone shall win. 

What prophets have foretold.'' 




REMEMBER THE POOR. 

HE lovely summer's gone. 
And stem winter now is on ; 
It is time to remember the poor — 

When snow and frost set in, 
Very fit you should begin, 
O, ye rich, to remember the poor. 

I don't begrudge your wealth. 
But, I hope you have good health ; 
And incline to remember the poor. 

Compassionate me now. 
When my back begins to bow ; 
That's Ihe time to remember the poor. 

While you sit by your fire, 
I am pinch'd with winter's ire ; 
NoVs the time to remember the poor 1 
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Here, at your mercy, I 
Thus, in poverty do cry, 

I beseech you, remember the poor ! 

My limbs are very cold. 
And I'm very, very old ; 

I entreat you, remember the poor. 

I've spent my summer's day, 
All in jest, and foolish play ; 

Yet, I pray you remember the poor. 

▲ BENEDICTION PBONOXTNCED ON THE GIYEB. 

'' God bless you in your store ; 
And I wish you, ten times more ! 
For, my Lord doth remember the poor." 



A PLEASING SOLILOQUY. 

ST me retire unto the spot, 
^ Where worldly business is forgot ; 

And true enjoyment reigns : 
Which springs from mental pow'rs alone. 
And waxes in the summer's morn ; 

Nor in the evening wains. 

Likewise in winter's stormy day. 
Blooms fair, and blossoms, as in May ! 
Producing lovely fruit : 
2q 
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Luxuriant, noble, pleasing, grand ; 
Pluck'd by the muses liberal hand ; 
All parties thus to suit. 

Then, shall I spend my time and strength,. 
Where suns can never run their length ; 

Or clouds obscure the day, — 
Nor rustling winds alarm the breast. 
For ever in this peaceful rest ; 

Perpetual homage pay. 

To him, who rules the powers on high. 
And whirls the spheres that rapid fly 'y 

PropelFd from pole to pole ! 
Where, in the car which runs apace. 
Throughout this universal space, 

Earth moves, and oceans roll. 

Here let me in seclusion rest. 

With peace and true contentment bless' d ; 

The flames of love to fan. 
That those, who have but one small match ; 
May strike it, and that instant catch 

The privilege of man. 

And now while on th' aonian mount ! * 
Let me those golden figures count. 

In this, my humble cot, — 
Far from the world's invidious gaze, 
Here, spend my short, or lengthened days ; 

As God assigns my lot. 

And thus may I contribute, to 
The welfare of mankind, and show, 
The light of truth, and grace : 
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That every soul of man may find. 
Within itself a noble mind ; 
Which time can not erace ! 

Nor, vast eternity impair, 

That vigorous strength, and structure fair 

Wliich rallies after time : 
When atoms to their native soil 
Have made return, nor ere recoil ; 

Immortal sons of rhyme ! 

Who live throughout time's utmost bound. 
And yet, eternal ages round. 

The muses ever swell ! 
(Symphonious charms) in songs divine. 
And strains of music, yours and mine. 

To ring the choral bell. 

Sweet harmony, in grand display I 
Where angels and archangels pay, 

Their homage at his feet ; 
Who cans' d the morning stars to sing. 
At the command of Nature's king ! 

Creation's birth to greet. 

And then again, when Christ was bom ! 
(The brightest star that ever shone, 

On our benighted land.) 
Sweet seraphs sang, in heavenly lays, 
With golden harps, to sound his praise : 

Behold, the Royal Band ! 

But, when th' atoning work was done, 
(The noblest vict'ry ever won ; 
In robes of righteousness !) 
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What music then, peal'd through the skies ! 
Ye Poets, listen with surprise ; 
Put on your silken dress. 

Speak out, ye " Bards'' of ancient times. 
And modem too, in mystic rhymes ; 

Set forth the noble soul ! 
However musical your theme, 
Your soimd is far beneath the cream. 

Of yon crystoral bowl ! 




AN ARDENT INVOCATION. 

JBANT me, O Lord, if thou see fit. 
While I remain on earth. 
In comfort and in peace to sit, 

With saints of humble birth. 
Far from the pest of anxious care, 

With all my pow'rs employed, 
In works of goodwill, faith, and prayer, 

Of sin and folly void. 
Nigh half a Century I have been 

Engag'd with men and things ; 
Utopean changes often seen. 

Which pain, or pleasure brings. 
But yet, while moving on, in time, 

A grand reality 
Presents itself, in truth sublime, 

A vast eternity! 
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We, in the book of mortal life, 

May give a curs'ry glance ; 
And fancy pleasure, peace, or strife, 

Is but the work of chance. 
Delusive, vain, and foolish thought ! 

Is there no Providence ? 
Man may be by this notion caught ; 

But, mark the consequence ! 
Our deeds, and words, and thoughts likewise. 

Contribute weal or woe ; 
And stamp on us, the blank or prize, 

A lasting friend, or foe ; 
From whom we ne'er can fly away. 

Our everlasting state 
Depends on deeds of life's short day, 

Done by, both small and great ! 
Lord, let me publish to mankind. 

By thy dictation given ; 
That those may see, who now are blind, 

To find their way to heaven. 
And likewise such as know the way, 

Let these progressive rise, 
To win the long, and well fought day. 

And gain the noble prize. 
That when we've spent our transient day^. 

Beneath thy smile and ken ; 
We'll give thee honor, power, and praise^ 

World without end. Amen. 
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THE THISTLE AND THE ROSE. 




[▲IK senile adulations, aad 
Insipid compliment. 
Arise from bare and barren land, 

Where virtue's nearly spent. 
But mind, with strength and fortitude. 

Of energetic strain ; 
Will cast the same in torjfAtude, 

Forever to remain. 
'Twill never undervalue fame. 

Or merit, when 'tis due ; 
Which soars beyond what I can name, 

Obtained by very few. 
The author spends his precious hours 

To benefit mankind ; 
Collecting sweet and lovely flowers, 

To ornament the mind. 
Thousands have seen, and read with pleasure, 

Those subjects of the Bard, 
From which obtain' d a mental treasure ; 

And tendered him reward ! 
But prudence gently doth decline 

The compliment so free, 
She answers, they are yours and mine, 

You, feast along with me. 
Then let us pass probation here. 

In quiet and repose ; 
And then, hereafter never fear 

To be a blooming rose ! 
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SYMPATHY, ASK AND HAVE. 

^, f'oWAT to the fountain, whence springs the delight, 
Cfcwi' -^jjjgij angelic minds never knew; 

Tho' praising the Lamb, whose ineffable light, 
In splendoric glory they view. 

How happy the man, who with feelings divine, 

Can B3rmpathise with the distressed ; 
'Tis God-like, in principle ever to shine. 

In th' garment of sympathy dress'd. 

Thus honored is^man, (and deny it who can,) 

By the side of his Master he rides ; 
In the chariot of love, both below and above, 

Their unity nothing divides. 

A display of the same, is made in his name ; 

The principle ever to give — 
What others require, they in us may admire, 

While we in the tenement live. 

So well was it tested, and prov'd by the man — 

Acquainted with sorrow and grief, 
Who, through fire and water, so eagerly ran. 

To rescue, and grant us relief. 

Now or never's the day, wherein we all may. 

Rejoice in the musical sound ; 
Remember the thief, who obtained relief, 

While sympathy suffered the wound. 
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Ah ! the good things he bought, surpastting all thought, 

We ask for, while asking, receive. 
Not a soul need be lost, (remember the cost,) 

Then tell me, who wouldn't believe ? 



THE BODY AND SOUL OF THE SECULARIST. 

£§v£ 

Sm V;WAT with enjoyment dependent on wealth ! 

^^' And the comfort of fortune alone ; 
Independent of peace, good will, and good health. 

And the price of the lily-white stone ! 
Away with the titles, and honor of those 

Whose dignity lays in their name ; 
Well pleas' d with the rattle, until their life close, 

'Mid swellings of popular fame ! 
Then, is it box'd up with themselves, under ground ? 

On which the vile worm cannot feast ! 
Or a wind that is pass'd, no more to be found ; 

Say, is it the worth of a beast ? 
But what is it worth to the lively and gay ? 

Who like to be playing the game ; 
If it's worth all the world unto them, as " they say," 

They give all the world for a name ! 
What a vague speculation is this, to be made ! 

By a mortal endowed with mind ! 
Who leaves all his substance, to pine in the shade. 

Or waft, as a wisp in the wind ! 
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Nay, more than he had, is gone by illusion 

This world he hath sold, and the next ; 
For what is at best, a total delusion ; 

And now he may wander perplex' d ! 
The spirit is fled, which he knew nothing of, 

Nor did he believe in a God, 
Who made him for higher enjoyment above. 

Than matter produced from the sod. 
And yet, all the product of earth is for man, 

To receive and enjoy while below ; 
Tho' counter to wisdom and excellence ran 

From his birth, and still he would go ! 
While the trinkets and toys, the meat and the drink, 

The fashion, the pomp, and the pride. 
Did benefit nothing, but left him to sink, 

In despair ; thus the secular died ! 
The soul has now fled from its tenement here. 

And both to their origin gone ; 
'Mid the hope and the joy, the doubt and the fear, 

That cheer' d and distressed him anon. 
The man with big body, and little wee mind. 

Contracted according to wish ; 
May search aH his lifetime, but nothing can And, 

In the Sea where seculars flsh 1 
Nor is this the worst of the subject in hand ; 

By the bait of the matter you know, 
The line gave a spring from the end of the wand, 

And you caught the hook in your jaw ! 
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MY OWN FIRESIDE ! !— !— 

i^pv may walk, talk, and plot, or take tbe long ride, 
*^*^ ^ I'm content with my lot, at my own Fireside. 
There's comfort abroad tho', where she doth abide. 
And the same will obtain at my own Fireside. 
Now lerhaps you may wink at the saiyect so wide. 
But allow me to think, at my own Fireside. 
I have had a fair smatch, having ta'en the Jong stride. 
Yet I like to keep watch, at my own Fireside. 
I have heard people joke, and their neighbours deride. 
But I like the home talk of my own Fireside. 
The' the comforts be small which J have to provide. 
Yet I like to taste all at my own Fireside. 
With domestics around me, to cut and divide 
The provision you see, at my own Fireside, 
Ah ! the evenings I spend ! with my comfort and gtdde. 
To consult my best friend ! at my own Fireside. 
When away from my cot, and a lodging denied ! 
Then I've thought on the lot of my own Fireside. 
The tempestuous storm, I have had to outride ; 
But the calm I affirm, is my own Fireside ! 
With my children and wife, a good, honest bxide ! 
I've the comforts of life, at my own Fireside. 
All attention is given, no blessing denied ; 
'Tis like a wee heaven ! my own Fireside. 
With love, joy, and peace, till the Jordan, divide ! 
To begin, and increase, at my own Fireside. 
When my Mends give a call, I am glad to preside. 
Yea, and welcome them all, at my own Fireside. 
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Tho' the raging winds blow, on the billowy tide, 

Yet, we're in statu-quo^ at my own Fireside. 

May the Word of the Lord be my rule and my guide, 

Thus to live in concord, at my own Fireside. 

Now, let those who see this, (for I'U add naught beside,) 

Mark ! content is the bliss of my own Fireside. 



THE MOST DESIRABLE. 



oi 



EACH me, O Lord, thy will to know. 
Guide all my steps aright, 
That every word and act may shew 

Thy will is my delight. 
Thereby to feel within my breast, 

The calm serenity, 
With thy good spirit ever blest, 

My soul shall happy be. 
Singing the song while here below. 

Which Angels chant above ; 
Then shall I taste, and feel, and know, 

The sweets of perfect love. 
Where saints who liv'd before the flood 

4^d ever since the fall ; 
Conspire to praise the Lamb of God, 

And crown him Lord of all ! 
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THE LAST ROSE OF SUMMER. 

fis the last rose of summer, (whose fate I deplore,) 
Left alone, thus to quiver, and flourish no more • 
Having gaz'd on its heauty, when passing that way, 
I have thought it my duty, one moment to stay ; 
And in love recondite, view its handsome estate, 
When it said to me, smiling, I cannot long wait ; 
And, if you'd have my odour, your senses to cheer. 
You must catch the first dropping pellucid and clear : 
As I hloom, so I blossom, and hoard up in truce. 
All my essence, in safety, for thy special use. 
Then touch me quite tenderly, else I shall weep it ; 
And you see my fair beauty, but ne'er can keep it. 
So, the last rose of summer, I mark'd as my own. 
Which I pluck'd from its stem, when if s beauty was 

blown ; 
Then distill' d it, and bottl'd the essence alone. 
To revive the fine senses, when they're out of tone ! 
While the sweet birds are singing, in ample display ; 
Then, the rose bud of summer, a tribute will pay. 
Tho' the soft balmy zeph}TS scud over the plain. 
Quite as long as the beauties of summer remain ; 
And the crystaliz'd dew drops, which hang on the 

flower, 
Are but relics of sweetness, distill'd from the shower ! 
Yet, the whole I retain in the eve of the day. 
When the roses of summer have all pass'd away. 
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TO CREATE HARMONY IN MARRIED LIFE. 

S^^ANKiND in the union of sexes, shall pass, 

iiestncted to one, you agree : 
As face answers truly to face in a glass, 

The lovely shall answer to me. 
An interlocutory, sweet interchange. 

Of sentiment ever divine ; 
Must spring from the principle, never to range. 

Beyond the due boundary line. 
The circle domestic, where harmony dwells ; 

The palace, to which you resort : 
Each heart is responding, whose bosom now swells, 

By the love, with which it is fraught. 
'Tis heaven on earth, so delightfully sweet : 

The positive smile of the bride ! 
Thus social, and freely, her partner to meet. 

Co-equal, protector, and guide. 
Can angel's outvie in their happy estate. 

The connubial pair upon earth ? 
Whose joy is augmented, the more you dilate, 

On the subject of testing its worth ! 

THB ANSWSB. 

Well, this is the state that I want to be in. 

The sooner the better for me ; 
I wish to do well, and at once will begin. 

While single, unspotted, and free. 



2b 
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HOSTILITIES AT AN END, 

▲ TT^ITEBSJLL AKTHEM. 

▲IB — Scots wha hoe, 

g^i^loNQ as Britannia rales the waves, 
^'^ True Britons never shall be slaves. 
Or act the part, so worthy knaves, 

While the Ocean's roll ; 
Nor undertake the desperate case. 
The foreign enemy to chase, 
If each would only keep their place, 

Fixt, from Pole to Pole. 

Let every Continent and Isle^ 
Put on the noble, gen'rous smile, 
Which springs from bus'ness mercantile. 

With an holiest heart. 
Ye nations all rejoice to see 
The signal moral victory, 
Ke-opening out by land and sea ! 

Britons, act your part ! 

The din of war is surely o'er ! 
Ye Nobles, butcher man no more ; 
Let peace resound from shore to shore : 

Truth and equity. 
All kingdoms of the earth rejoice, 
To hear the charming halcyon voice ! 
Be this the object of their choice. 

Love in unity ! 
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Brave England, France, and Russia join, 
To build their altars at the shrine, 
Wher^ Freedom's right is held divine ; 

Never to remove. 
The "Prince of Peace". in grand display! 
The "King of Kings'' shall hold the sway ! 
And wield the Sceptre every day ! 

Peace, in perfect love ! 

Then let the world in harmony, 
Unite in choral symphony ! 
And sing the song of liberty. 

Be he, black or white ! 
If all but start upon the key^ 
Which set the ancient Britons free. 
Music shall ring from sea to sea ! 

Sweetly, day and night. 

Thus saith the King of Kings to thee ! 
" Hadst thou but hearken' d unto me. 
Thy peace would as a river be. 

Flowing, far and wide. 
Thy righteousness would then abound. 
As waves that in the sea are found ; 
Yet firmly fixt on solid ground ! . 

Proof, against the tide." 
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EFFECTS OF THE WAR. 

[he Emp'ror in the midst was caught ! 
'Ere he had got the battle fought, 
Death seiz'd him jejune by the throat. 

And laid his valour low. 
But Alexander still remains, 
To wash out all the bloody stains. 
And close the crimson current veins. 
Then opened by the foe. 

Nor can I ever count the cost. 
Of precious souls and bodies lost ! 
Precipitant or rashly tost. 

Where they can rise no more ; 
Until the penalty's to pay» 
By those who did their brothers slay ! 
Each must attend the judgment day, 

And pay the awful score. 

Take good advice my friends, in time, 

At home, or in a foreign clime. 

And IH your hearts with Music chime. 

The song of mutual love. 
Be emulous, each to excell, 
In unity together dwell ; 
Then shall we meet, where all fares well ! 

With Christ, our friend above. 
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SIMILITUDES, AND REALITIES OF JESUS 

CHRIST. 




^OME shadows faint, of Christ my Lord ; 
Created matter may afford ; 
Nature, to make his beauties known, 
Must mingle colours not her own. 
No adequate conception, man 
Can have of his redeeming plan ; 
And yet, I'll strive my best to show, 
What Jesus is, from what I know: 
Art thou compared to bread and wine } 
Let me partake of thee, and thine ! 
Dear Lord, that I may thus be fed, 
On living wine, and living bread. 
Art thou the tree, whose healing leaves^ 
Salvation gives, which man receives ? 
The noble branch, the fruitful bough ! 
King David's root, and offspring too ? 
Art thou the Rose of Sharon, fair, 
Whose scent perfumes the vital air ? 
Who doth the same so freely give, 
Then, let me taste its sweets and live. 
Art Thou the lily of the vale, 
Wherewith our senses to regale ? 
Let me be clad in thy costume ; 
Which moth and rust can not consume. 
Art Thou the vine, whose living root 
Supplies the boughs with heavenly fruit ? 
Then let the Spirit's union join 
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My soul to Thee, the living Vine. 

Art Thou the Head and Soul of all 

Created things, both great and small ? 

Then grant me Thy goodwill and might. 

To guide my thoughts and steps aright. 

Art thou a fountain for all sin ? 

Ah ! let me bathe my soul therein ! 

Its waters shall the whole renew. 

And cleanse my dirty garment too* 

Art Thou a fire ? then purge my dross, 

Nor let the gold sustain a loss ; 

But may th' refiner ever sit. 

And tread ihe refuse 'neath his feet. 

Art Thou the Rock that cannot move ? 

The Rock of Ages ? God of bve ! 

On which to build my all upon ; 

My Sayiour, Christ, thine only Son. 

Art Thou the way that leads to Qod ? 

The path in which our fathers trod. 

Learn me to walk therein with zeal ; 

And in my soul Thyself reveal. 

Art thou the door, by which to enter. 

Where all is love, with thee the centre ? 

And none admitted but the wise. 

Who know thou art their only prize ! 

Art thou the chief, the comer stone ? 

Help me to build on thee alone : 

That I may claim yon house above ; 

(Not made with hands,) which can't remove. 

Art thou the temple ? there I'U dwell I 

And of thy glorious wonders tell ; 

In songs of praise for ever more. 
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Where saints and angels, thee adore. 
Art thou the hright, and morning star ? 
Riding in love's majestic car ! 
Laden with all the fruits of grace. 
For those who see thee, face to face. 
Art thou the sun of righteousness ? 
Let me put on thy glorious dress : 
And then with those, in realms divine ; 
As sun's immortal ever shine ! 
The full and true resemblance, we 
Shall bear to him eternally ; 
Who did at first create this world, 
But now ten thousand are imfurl'd ! 
Each in extatic joy to share, 
What Christ did for his own prepare ; 
And feast upon the golden store. 
For ever, and for ever more ! 




AN EXPERIMENTAL PICTURE OF HUMAN 

LIFE, 

§ow small the interval between, 

The three score years and ten have been. 

To me a transient home ! 
But yesterday it seems to be. 

That when a child at play ; 
My heart was echt, full of glee : 

And all things then were gay ! 
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The space between the two extremes, 

(Youth, and the hoary head,) 
Is filPd with harsh, or pleasant dreams, 

But now, the vision's fled ! 
These grief worn, furrow' d cheeks of mine. 

Convey the briny tear. 
From those dim eyes, which used to shine, 

So brilliant and so clear. 
Sometimes I cast a novel glance. 

On former business done ; 
And view the things of time and chance. 

Which now are past and gone. 
My limbs with age so feeble grow, . 

The silv'ry tresses wave. 
Across the forehead, white as snow ; 

And I, am nigh the grave. 
My days are swifter than the post. 

Or weaver's shuttle fled ! 
My time is either won or lost. 

When numbered with the dead. 
Reflections on the past, to me 

Present a humid shade, 
And shew me what I ought to be. 

Ere in the dust I'm laid. 
The privilege to life and bliss. 

Could I live o'er again : 
(To me, Montgomery stated this ;) 

Should not be spent in vain ! 
But, ah ! the day is past, and I 

Shall gather up my feet ; 
Prepar'd or not, must surely die. 

My father's Qod to meet ! 
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And thus, no trace is left behind, 

Our days are few and short ; 
A span, a waft, a gust of wind ! 

Which cannot pass for naught. 
The brevity of life is such, 

Our actions on the stage ; 
Will stamp, and validate the touch, 

From Youth to hoary Age ! 




SELF-INTEREST. 

Self interest is with fraud combin'd, 
Nor will it hence remove ; 
Absorbing all the pow'rs of mind, 

Excepting that of love. 
So worthy to the manly breast, 

Of ev'ry gen'rous soul ; 
Who entertains the honored guest, 

And drinks the sapient bowl ! 
But self, seducer of the young. 

The aged and infirm ; 
Will undermine with double tongue. 

And make the calm a storm. 
*' All languages ('tis said) she speaks," 

Altho' I find but one ; 
Where self in every thing she seeks, 

And aggrandizes none. 
On this small pivot turns the wheel, 

Alone for int'rest sake ; 
s 
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Will sew, and knit, and spin, and reel. 

And all advantage take ; 
Of friends or foes, no matter what 

The characters he meet ; 
Where interest is, will move the hat. 

To rob, betray, and cheat. 
He seems to love,* tho* hatred is 

Within his selfish heart ; 
Thence issues forth the pleasing phiz, 

To cast a poison'd daxt. 
By turns the knave, and honest man, 

Receive his feign'd applause ; 
Who takes advantage whete he can. 

And thus self-int'rest goes. — 



A GOOD FRIEND. 

S!|6^HE thing on lyhich you most depend, 
Ctoi)^ For life, and health, and pleasure. 
May happen shortly be your end, 

And then, where is your treasure ? 
Let truth and honesty, attend 

Your every act in life ; 
That each may have a trusty friend, 

In husband, child, or wife. 
But if your kindred cannot blend. 

Their interest with you, here ; 

* Ezekiel cb» xzxiii r. 31. 
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You have a good and honest friend, 

Within a conscience clear. 
And void of all offence to man. 

From every sin apart ; 
According to the goldeA plan, 

Well grounded in your heart. 



AN EPICEDIUM ON THE REV. ROBERT 

NEWTON, D.D. 

WHO DEFABIED THIS LIFE, MABCH 30lH, 1 854. 

vtii^s Robert Newton gone, to where 

The weary are at rest r 
Eternal happiness to share. 

Forever with the blest ? 
The clay is mould'ring in the tomb, 

From which the spirit's fled ! 
And now hath landed safe at home. 

With Christ, its living head. 
By whom, the message he obt^ain'd, 

To preach salvation here, 
Full fifty years, while strength remained, 

He blew the trumpet clear. 
Thus, long and loud, the gospel sound. 

From honored lips was heard ! 
By thousands, who the spirit found 

Attendant on the word. 
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And shall I say, the trophies, of 

The victory that Is won ; 
By the atonement made in love, 

To see them, " Newton's" gone ? 
Yes, absent from, the body, he 

Is present with the Lord ; 
Where all the sons of Qod shall be. 

Reaping their grand reward ! 
A Wesley, Whitfield, Harvey, Clarke, 

With Pope, and Baxter bless' d ! 
Have met a Newton's vital spark, 

Returning to its rest. 
Behold the convoy Jesus sent ! 

To guard the spirit home, 
'Mid pleasure, peace, and true content. 

In flow'ry meads to roam. 
Where silv'ry streams of light and love. 

Flow sweetly through the air ; 
In golden channels, far above : 

And ah ! is " Newton" there ? 
Chanting, in songs the most sublime. 

Loud praises to the Lamb ! 
In yon delightful heav'nly clime, 

Where dwells the great I Am ! 
Whose hidden secrets are reveal' d. 

To all his children dear ; 
The Book of life is now unseal'd, 

And '* Newton" reads it clear. 
With millions more, in garments bright. 

Who bear the stamp divine : 
In fields of bliss, and realms of light, 

As sun's immortal shine ! 
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jih ! let me die the death of those, 

Who live so righteous here : 
That when this mortal life shall close, 

I may in heaven appear ! 



THE MILLENNIUM. 
a di8sebiaii0n. 
Isaiah 35. 

^j^l^HE wilderness shall then he glad, 

^ The desert shalk rejoice ! 
Nor solitary place be sad : 

Where sounds Jehovah*s voice. 
All splendid, beautiful, and fair, 

In pristine lustre glow ! 
The saints shall breathe salubrious air. 

Wafted on all below. 
While every shrub, and plant, disclose 

Their colour, shade, or hue, 
The desert blossom's as the rose, 

The world is made anew ! 
And all the sons of God, shall sing, 

(While every heart is free,) 
Loud praises to their lovely King, 

" Who died on Calvary.'* 
With joy, and gladness, each shall come, 

Sounding Jehovah's praise — 
Nor e'er a discord to benumb. 

Their sentimental lays. 
2 8 
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" Carmel, and Lebanon, rejoice ;" 
And all the Isles are glad— 
. " To hear the sound of Jesu's voice/* 

No countenance is sad. 
The Church of Qod is made secure, 

('Mid Sharon's balmy sweets,) 
And shall forever-more endure — 

This song, the " rose" repeats ! 
The excellence of God is here, 

« The glory of the Lamb !" 
No doubt, despair, distress, or fear. 

Behold, " the Great I Am !'* ' 
Hark ! " strengthen ye the weak" he saith. 

Confirm the feeble knee ; 
Ye fearful hearts be strong in faith, 

For Christ shall make you free. 
The eyes of those who once were blind, 

Shall see the glory of 
Their " Saviour," merciful and kind ; 

The essence of true love. 
The lame, and halt, shall leap for joy, 

The dumb shall sing his praise ; 
And nothing can their peace destroy. 

Or mar their lovely lays. 
A pool the parched ground shall be. 

And springs of water rise 
Out of the same, in harmony ; 

With earth, and air, and skies. 
Where reeds, and rushes ever grew, 

And dragons used to lay ; 
The grass is green, with splendid hue. 

And flowers in grand display. 



i 
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The path of holiness is here, 

The King's highway indeed ! 
Where all is beautiful and clear, 

The captive soul is free'd. 
" No rav'nous beast, or lion" now. 

Are in the '* garden" found, 
Where fruits eternal, ever grow — 

This spot is hallow' d ground ! 
The man wayfaring, tho' a fool. 

Hath vanquished all his foes ; 
By dipping in " Bethesda's pool !" 

He rests in sweet repose. 
" The ransom' d of the Lord return 

To Zion's lovely hill"— 
With songs of praise, nor ever mourn ; 

To do his sovereign vnll. 
Ah ! blessed state, ** let me aspire," 

To Zion's holy mount ; 
No more on earth do I require. 

While sipping at the fount. 
Where springs eternal ever rise 

The fountain of all bliss ! 
Ten thousand worlds it now supplies ; 

As well as us, in this. 




I 
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SUPEREROGATION ! AND BLISS ETERNAL ! ! ! 

m 

[hilolooists may strive their best, 
Factitious folk to please ; 
Who wink at Nature, and detest 

To pay her legal fee's. 
Reproach, and obloquy may prey 

Upon their mind and will, 
In objurgatory display ; 

Behold them winking still. 
Puff d up with arrogance and pride, 

In self-conceited rank, 
Are all) in all ; and nought beside ! 

Mankind are but a blank. 
Some, doubtless have acquired much, 

By science and by art. 
Which gives to pride a double touch ; 

'* Popinjah's horse and cart." 
The Physiologist knows well 

What merits his esteem ! 
Tho', aft may teach him how to spell ; 

Yet Nature, is his theme. 
He casts his eye across the deep. 

While mountain billows roll ! 
Their true diurnal motion keep ; 

And lash from pole to pole. 
Thus, in rotary msoroh progress, 

Nor art or force control ; 
At times, they seem as in distress. 

Well-nigh upset the bowl. 
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But no, it cannot, cannot be ; 

Omnipotence is there ! 
Whose word alone commands the sea, 

And every breath of air. — 
Now take the landscape at a glance. 

Behold its varied hue ! 
And tell me, has it come by chance ? 

Or eve, or morning dew. 
Then take a view above your reach, 

On yon most splendid span ! 
Which stands a monument to preach 

A sermon unto man! 
This arch is bas'd upon the Flood, 

(Prognostic, surely firm ;) 
And ever since the Deluge, stood. 

Most brilliant in the storm ! 
A token of good-will to man, 

(None ever wished to doubt ;) 
Tho' he, to wisdom, counter ran. 

And rais'd a long dispute. 
Nature's sublimity is wrought, 

Man can't materialize ! 
Or shew magnificence by naught, 

As did " the only wise." 
Behold the splendour of the Sun, 

Progressing in his march, 
Whose work is never, never done. 

He gilds the spangl'd arch ! 
'Mid rains descending to the earth, 

The same to fructify ; 
No shrub, or plant, but feels the worth, 

Of Him, who cannot die. — 



214 wbiqht's poems. 

Tho' in a soporif roue state. 

In winter, these may lay ; 
God's goodness never can abate. 

Behold the Summer's day ! 
Fruitful, and fertilizing all 

Beneath th' ethereal sky, 
Arise from sleep, and at his call. 

Our varied wants supply. 
The Maker's signature is giv'n, 

On every blade of grass ! 
Which tells me that the God of Heav'n 

Hath brought these things to pass. 
For man's convenience, and dare he 

Attempt to mutilate ? 
Or mar, what was design' d to be 

A permament estate ? 
Of all the splendour nam'd above, 

This truth none can excel ; 
Man is the object of his love. 

Who deigns with him to dwell ! 
For why ? the spark of heav'nly flame, 

Within his bosom reigns ! 
And all he has in Jesu's name, 

While God himself remains. 
True bliss on earth, thrice blest in heaven ! 

]No higher bliss can be ; 
When this to man is freely given. 

He's bless'd eternally ! — 
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THE BOUGH, WITH THE MUSICAL STRINGS ! 

OB, THE FAIREST FLO WEB IN KATtTBE. 

r7,^4^'©HE primrose and cowslip so grand. 

Are foster'd with care in the earth : 
While f)looming delightfully stand. 

And fragrant perfumes issue forth. 
The lily and daisy the same, 

Tho' trampled on by the beast ; 
And many more sweets I could name, 

Are given to it now to feast- 
But woman's the loveliest flower 

That Nature alone can produce ! 
Her beauty may fade in an hour ; 

Yet she is for man's special use. 
And this was ordained at first, 

A union that naught should divide ; 
For man without a woman, is lost ; 

But hark, he has got a young bride ! 
Now she close by his side here sits, 

And they two united in one ; 
With influence Over his wits, 

Without whom, he'd little or none. 
Ye buxom, attend to the news. 

And listen to what I shall say ; 
No man of good sense will abuse. 

The partner, and bliss of his day! 
Some virtues of her I will state ; 

Altho' it is out of my power 
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The fullest extent to relate, 

Of nature's immaculate flower !* 
What could he then do without her ? 

Whose tongue, has a musical sound, 
When you are deep sunk in demur, 

It will raise your head above ground. 
All cunning can never divide 

The part, and the parcel of man ! 
For she, is the rib of his side ; 

The bond, in the union ran. 
Tho' he, be the master of arts, 

Endowed with physical power ; 
Yet, what is the head without parts ? 

And what is the stem, to the flower ? 
Man needn't to set himself up. 

So very much out of his place ; 
They must both partake of one cup ; 

And never think this a disgrace. 
But just the reverse now is it, 

The fairest of fair for to meet ; 
Here, close by her side, thus to sit, 

And at the same table to eat. 
Then take a walk, or ride in the air, 

Enjoying the sweets of the day ; 
To the loveliest bow'rs repair, 

And that, in the sunshine of May. 
Conversing, delightfully speak. 

On subjects about men and things ; 
Where amorous love cannot break 

The bough with the musical strings. 

* Jesus Christ. 
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What shall I say more of the sex ; 

To shew yon the worth of the same ? 
Just keep her in tune, she'll not vex, 

But raise you to eminent fame. 
When sick and infirm, she will keep. 

And do for you all that she can ; 
Tea, sooth you to rest in a sleep ! 

All this will she do for her man ! 
How, then, can we value too much, 

This blessed and heavenly boon ? 
Ye Buxom, who haven't got such. 

Must strive to look after it soon. 
For, if you the season let slip. 

You never may have it again ; 
Nor can you along with her trip. 

But may have to wander in pain. 
If you ask a reason, I'll give it : 

(Celibacy you shall bemoan ;) 
" The God of Creation saw fit. 

That Adam should not be alone ! 
A help-meet so handsomely fair 1 

Surprisingly fitted to man ! 
Of one, was created a pair. 

And wisdom conducted the plan ! 
Thus, thus is the miracle done ; 

Cemented together by love. 
The two are united in one ! 

And blend in the fountain above. 
There's something mysterious in this ! 

When man from his happiness fell, 
T' restore him to permanent bliss. 

The unity answered well ! 



218 wsioht's posies. 

But here is the touchstone and drill. 

Our Maker, caus'd her to give birth 
To the most blessed '' boon/' at his will ; 

" Redeemer of Man,'' she brought forth. 
Had it not been for this, we were lost, 

And lost, we should ever remain ; 
The blood of our Saviour it cost, 

To expiate sorrow and pain. 
Mark ! Woman's the instrument given 

To Man, in the product of seed : 
Which shall rise the lump bj the leaven. 

That all may deliciously feed. 
This, this is my subject and theme ; 

So honor'd and dignifi'd, she. 
Who merits the highest esteem. 

In which you must ever agree. 
To dwell with each other on earth. 

In the sweetest harmonica, love ; 
Nor know the extent of their worth. 

Till they find the secret above. 
Now take it for granted that we. 

Have a right to admire the flower ! 
And pluck it where ever it be, 

And plant it afresh in the bower ! 



THE CAUSE OF WAR, AND ITS REMEDY. 




|bid£ and ambition are the cause. 
Of all the horrid, deadly blows. 
Struck and received by the foes 
Of Christianity ! 
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For ever let this passion cease ; 
And in its place, true love, and peace 
Be fix'd, to grow with vast increase, 
To all eternity! 

For why one be another's slave ? 
Or why the vassal of a knave ? 
Can this be valiant, noble, brave, 

To fetter human souls ? 
Wherever man imposes this, 
He's sure to find things all amiss ; 
And in the end lose future bliss. 

When Gabriel sinks the Poles ! 

True Britons can't monopolize 

The thing which makes the foolish, wise, 

Freedom, with dignity they prize. 

Who spread it far and wide ; 
Let this be clearly understood ; 
Mankind are all of human blood, 
United thus in brotherhood. 

Nor can it be deni'd. 

By climate, skins, in colour vary, 
And Esau like, whose hide was hairy ; 
Or Jacob's, which was quite contrary ; 

Yet each have got a soul, 
And that's the standard of the man ! 
Which Torrid Zone could never tan, 
Or alter from its Author's plan, 

While Ocean billows roll. 

As sun's immortal man shall rise ! 

If like the ** Virgins (who were wise,") 
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Secure on earth the golden prize ; 

Jesu's peculiar choice ! 
Let each contribute to the same, 
By fanning up the mental flame ; 
To shine in honor of his name. 

And sound the tranquil voice. 

Behold the Potentate on high ! 
Who laid his prestine glory by, 
All carnal weapons to defy ; 

By perfect love alone. 
Whose own example thus he gave. 
To liberate the bonded slave ; 
By princely valour bold and brave : 

Did for the world atone \ 







THE ROSE OF SUMMER REVI\T:D. 

Jnd is this the fair rose that you so much deplore, 
' The loss of whose beauty ^hen summer is o*er r 
Let us just contemplate the sweet subject awhile. 
Which used in the sunshine our hearts to beguile. 
Mark, the King, in his palace 'mid splendor and power. 
Can't vie with the beauty of this pretty flower ! 
When I first saw the rose, in magnificence clad. 
My senses reviv'd and my heart was madd glad ! 
While inhaling its fragrance, delightfully free, 
'Twas far more enchanting than beauty to me. 
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Tbo' the dewdrops were hxmg on the thorn where it 

grew, 
They truly give lustre its grace to renew : 
Then the sun in its zenith gives heat to revive, 
And keep the sweet rose, in its vigour alive ! 
But the last rose of summer is what we deplore, 
When the season is gone then where is its stoie ? 
For the winter approaches with cold pinching blast. 
To sever its pride and its beauty at last. 
Ah ! behold it now quiver, and drop from its stem ! 
But where is the sun and the life giving gem ? 
Lacking which to its origin drop'd in repose ! 
And this is an end of the beautiful rose. 
Tho' the wise keep its essence to serve through the 

year. 
When the mind is depress'd the senses to cheer. 



THE SMILE OF THE ROSE, WOMAN THE 

SIMILE. 

Pgl^ND can the essence of the rose, 

' My languid frame revive ? 
By application to the nose, 
Where sense is just alive. 

The statement's true, yet more I'll bring 

As moral, pure and clean ; 
Its lustre doth outshine the King ! 

But what about the Queen ? 
2 T 
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The rose, with her I must compare ; 

When man is wofnan's friend : 
No care or trouble will she spare. 

For him she'll make and mend. 

The roses flush upon the cheek,^ 

The modest placid eye ; 
A reciprocity will seek, 

Which nought but love can buy. 

Whose countenance is quite serene. 
With heart devoid of guile ; 

Her features speak the thing I mean. 
In one delightful smile ! 

A true resemblance of the Rose, 

Without duplicity; 
Such handsome graces here disclose. 

In perfect dignity ! 

Nor ostentatious in display. 
Upon the bough to bend ; 

And breathe its fragrant life away. 
In virtue of its friend. 

Superbly more than this, I see. 

The intellectual eye ! 
Which rolls in love, for ever free ; 

A gem ! which cannot die. 

Whose excellence we can't create. 
Nor yet the boon destroy ; 

'Twill bloom, and blossom, in a state 
Of everlasting joy I 



KJ 



WBIOht's poems. 223 




INbELIBLE TESTIMONIAL OF « THE ROSE/' 

^an's privilege is here set forth ; 
Co'partner in the whole ; 
Which stamps on him a tenfold worth, 
The help-mate at a call. 

" In every state of life to join, 

With true simplicity;*' 
Nor over reach, or yet purloin, 

To aid felicity. 

And then in fecundity, they 

A progeny shall have ; 
With pow'rs of mind, in grand display, 

And sentiment so brave. 

That when the wind with fury blows ; 

Their standard cannot lower ; 
As every leaf within the rose, 

Presents a lovely flower. 

" The lily of the valley," must 

Now testify its worth ; 
" The rose of Sharon V'* is the first 

In splendour shining forth. 

With unique magnanimity^ 
' And lustre undefin'd ! 
Substantiate sublimity, 
With prowess of the mind« 

* JesQs Christ. 
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KOBAL. 

The Bote in Procession. 

The last rose of summer, and first in the train. 
To draw the rest forward, with him to remain ; 
For ever and ever, when time is no more, 
And reap the sweet essence, of his precious store. 




CHRIST WALKING ON THE SEA ! ! ! 

HE ship wherein bold Peter saiPd, 
^ Was toss'd about by wind and storm ; 
And in the midst his courage faiPd, 
When reft of anchor sure and iirm. 
While on the sea where mountain billows bound. 
And hope so far away from solid ground. 

Mark, in the fourth watch of the night. 
When dark and dreary, the look out ; 
His mates, with him beheld a sight. 
Which thus created fear and doubt. 
While strange forbodings fiU'd each throbbing breast. 
Nor could they find one moment's peace or rest. 

'Twas Jesus walking on the sea. 

Quite full of mercy, truth, and power ; 
Approaching thus, to set them free. 
Now, in their most distressing hour. 
Whom when they saw, cried trem'rously in fear ! 
It is a spirit ! see I 'tis coming near. 
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But hark ! a voice call'd loud and clear, 

Cheer up, ^* 'tis I ! be not afraid ;" 
Then Peter's hope reviv'd to steer 
His course along the dreary shade : 
While faith hereby a little was restored, 
lie answer' d thus unto his master, Lord ! 

Is't thou ? then bid me come to thee, 
I'll venture, if thou give command ; 
I'll walk upon the raging sea. 
As firmly, as on solid land ! 
Then lo ! sweet Jesus now, his faith to try, 
Sid Peter come, (while he was drawing nigh.) 

Forthwith he left the ship, and all 

His mates on board, to tread the deep ; 
And thus obey'd his master's call, 
In faith, did firm his footing keep. 
But soon he fail'd of hope's connecting link ; 
By boist'rous winds appal'd, began to sink. 

Thus then, he cried unto his Lord, 
'* O save me," or I perish here ; 
Cah'st thou not now, thy help afford ? 
While I'm in danger doubt and fear. 
Jesus stretch' d forth his arm omnipotent ! 
And sav'd poor Peter, who was nearly spent. 

He now, with Master on the sea. 

Hath footing sure and firm enough ; 
As love in mercy set him free. 

And calm'd the raging storm so rough i 
When landed where his mates were all on board ; 
Then worship'd they their God ; with one accord. 
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THE LIFE BOAT ! ! ! 

^^h^H£ storms of life can not prevail, 
^^ Tho* seas of trouble roll ; 
While we upon the Ocean sail. 
With life boat of the souL 

" Jesus our Captain," now on board. 

Is always at the helm ; 
With vessel theet, and richly stor'd. 

Which nothing can o'erwhelm. 

The winds are hush'd, the storm's a calm. 

Poor Peter witness' d this u. 
When Jesus took him by th^ arm, 

And brought him into bliss. 

Where all exclaim' d in truth thou art, 

The mighty ". Son of God ;" 
With sole possession of the chart. 

The compass and the rod. 

Wherewith to govern and control. 

The massive universe ; 
Both land and seas, from pole to pole. 

Thy signal pow'r rehearse. 

And shall we mortals, doubting, say 
Thine arm is weak and short ? 

Witness the hand, without delay, 
Which sinking Peter caught. 
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If little faith, produced such ! 

An increase must do more ; 
Lord, with thy wand, my spirit touch ; 

And grant me all thy store. 

Then shall I live by faith on thee, 

Tho' death obstruct my way ; 
The passage still, to heaven is free ; 

And faith shall win the day ! 

The day for which all other days, 

All other days were made : 
Wherein to sing thy endless praise, 

And never retrograde. 

Ah, *' blessed sti&te ! may this be mine," 

To reign with thee above ! 
And in thy lovely image shine, 

Nor life-boat e'er remove. 

Then shall I brace my music string. 

And sound its Sweetest note ! 
When Thou dost me to glory bring. 

Safe in Thine own life-boat. 

Where the ship's company shall meet. 
Whose hearts with love are fraught, 

And every soul in songs repeat, 
Christ our salvation bought ! 
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A PRIVATE LETTER, FOR PUBLIC AND 
PERSONAL BENEFIT. 

§|JkShbenodian muses I detest, 

Which gender grief and pain ; 
To thinking minds they're but pest, 
In melancholy strain. 

Enough of which, by Nature, we 

Are subject to, without 
The lamentable tragedy. 

In mimicarian flout. 

Such carping songs would soon destroy 

The lovely, active mind ; 
Sweet peace, and comfort, hope, and joy, 

Would into atoms grind ! 

Vain lamentations then deplore, 

With all their kindred drear ; 
Who'd rob you of your precious store, 

And leave you bound in fear. 

Distress, and grief, with fell despair., 

And all the catalogue, 
Of melancholy thought, and care, 

A monstrous demagogue ! 

Then rise, above th' demoniac clan. 

With all their train of evil ; 
Which never was designed for man, 

But fitted for the D^vil. 
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So let him take his lawful right ; 

Just leave him to himself ; 
Or else he'll fix you in a plight, 

And pop you on the shelf. 

Where he can have you at a call ; 

When you are not aware 
He*ll snap the prop, and down you fall, 

In endless, deep despair ! — 

KOBAL. 

My friends I advise you, avoid all you can, 

Bad subjects, in word, thought, or deed ; 
Attend to sound principle, on the best plan ; 

And practice the harmonic breed. 
As evil propensities gender the same, 

The best are most likely to be 
A comfort to man, and will raise him to fame. 

While he with the same can agree. 
Discontent with a Providence wide of the mark, 

Tho* lovely in every form ; 
Is like the old Cur, that delights in a bark ; 

And passion, that kicks up a storm. 



THE FATHER'S SMILE. 

SIRShe Father truly loves his Child, 

Who keeps him in his place, 
By admonitions sweet and mild, 
Well seasoned too, with grace. 
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Whose council from the word of God, 

Is drawn by faith and prayer ; 
Will never use the whipping rod, 

When he the rod can spare. 
** If words when softly spoken, turn 

The wrath of man away ;** 
Let every Parent calmly learn 

Their Children, to obey. 
While soft and ductile is the mind, 

Impression must be made ; 
Or else in after years you find, 

The wrong foundation laid. 
And then the work you cannot mend : 

The sturdy stubborn Oak, 
Thus grown mature, is hard to bend : 

And passion bad to balk. 
Base virulence is fix'd thereby. 

Which nothing can remove ; 
Unless you resolutely try, 

The strongest passion, love ! 
Which must overcome the violent rage 

Of every surly blast, 
Attacking man, from youth to age. 

And often binds him fast. 
Altho' the system once was found 

Replete, with light and truth ! 
Yet, wisdom knows that folly's bound . 

Within the heart of youth. 
But when the rule prescribed above. 

Is practis'd while in youth ; 
'Twill every evil thence remove. 

And reinstate the truth. 
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Wherein to live and thrive, until 

The hoary head shall crown 
His lengthened years, in free good-will, 

The flow'r is fully blown ! 
Diffusing sweets on all around ; 

The leaves of which must fall ; 
, And mingle with their native ground, 

Yet, love " is all in all ! — 
And shall survive the rack of woilds," 

When matter dies away ; 
Its beauty more, and more unfurls, 

Through one eternal day ! 
And then, the Father's lovely smile, 

In permanence shall lastj 
Not for a short and transient while. 

But when all time is pass'd ! 
Where light, and life, and truth, and love, 

Spring, present and to come ; 
Recipients then shall doubtless prove, , 

The Father's smile at home. 



NATURE'S GAY DAY. 

5|eSwas on Nature's gay day, when the sun shone so 
^^^ bright. 

On the beautiful meads, and the landscape around ; 
Where in feasting I'd graphic and mental delight, 

From the delicate odours and musical sound : 
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While my senses were cbann'd, by the unique display 

On the hills and the vallies majesticly grand ; 
And the harmony splendid, on Nature's gay day ! 

Were far more to me, than the world at command. 
All the birds were delighted, contented and free, 

Pouring melodies forth, just to give me a treat ; 
Not a feast in the world so delicious to me, 

As the scene so transporting, in nature complete. 
While the zephyrs are wafting, through mulberry trees. 

Which impregnate the air with the sweets of the 
bowl; 
To partake of the same, in the Midsummer breeze. 

Is reviving and cheering, to body and soul. 
Here's enough and to spare, inexhaustible store ! 

In the garden of Nature, for all Adam's race ; 
Only feast on her dainties (you cannot do more,) 

By the rules so transmitted, are zested in grace. 
Then with '* Gothic," in praise of sweet nature to sing ; 

And with " Hepple," accepting the rise of each day, 
Th' unmerited gift at the hand of the King, 

Who created the subject, and dress'd it so gay ! 



THE SOLID GIFT. 

(CHBIST THE DONOB.) 




^HATEYEB blcssings thou deny, 
Grant me that precious grace ; 
Which all the world could never buy ! 
Nor all the world erase. 
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My heart shall then in perfect peace, 

Be ever filPd with love ; 
With which o'erflowing, cannot cease, 

To praise the Lamb above ! 
Who left his high, exalted seat. 

And came to dwell below ; 
That I might now the song repeat. 

Which Seraph's wish'd to know. 
But ah ! the secret doth belong 

To him alone who gives. 
The grace to sing the lovely song. 

With those whom Christ receives. 
By whose atonement ever blest. 

In time, and pass'd its bound ; 
Who, in his righteousness are dress'd. 

The precious gem have found. — 
Ah ! let the boon to me be given. 

That I, while here may live. 
Thus to enjoy the life of heaven. 

By what thou hast to give. 
Then, praises shall employ my breath, 

Down to the verge of time ; 
And when my voice is lost in death, 

I'll sing the most sublime ! 
When cross'd the Jordan, there to meet. 

Yon lovely, happy throng : 
Who worship at their Saviour's feet. 

And chant the noble song ! — 
" To Christ the Lamb," for ever be. 

All praise, and pow'r divine I 
In everlasting dignity, 

My face, like His, shall shine. 
2ir 
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Then happy, happy, evermore, 

And on the vast increase ; 
There shall I reap the golden store ! 

Where blessings never cease. 
World without end, in company 

With all the saints above. 
Who form th* harmonic symphony. 

In strains of perfect love. 
This privilege, to man is given, 

By Him, who holds the key 
Of all things, both in earth and heaven. 

And bids ns each make free ! 



AWAY ! AWAY ! ! AWAY ! ! ! 

COMPOSED ON THE 17tH OF FEBBT7ABT, 1857, BIBSR- 
DAT OF THE AX7TH0B, AGED FIFTY TEABS. , 




^WAT with sad donbt and despair. 
Away with tumultuous strife ! 
Away with all trouble and care, 
Which pester me out of my life. 

Away to the moimt I will fly ! 

Away to the seat of content ; 
Away to the House up on high, 

And thither, my steps are all bent. 

Away, far away from the yoke. 
Away from the bondage of sin : 

Away in the Garden to walk. 
Where Jesus is ever within ! 
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Away to the " Lamb that was slain," 

Away to the mountain of God ; 
Away, in sweet bliss to remain. 

And never more suffer the rod. 

Away to the seas of delight ! 

Away to the rivers of peace ! 
Away to the day without night. 

That never, no never shall cease. 

Away to my kindred above ! 

Away to my family there ! 
Away to yon spot I will move. 

And travel by faith, hope, and prayer. 

Away to the mansion of rest, 

Away to the elegant sight ; 
Away to the seat of the bless'd, 

And that is my Father's delight. 

• 

Away, in the Chariot divine ! 

Away on the wings of a Dove ! 
Away with my Saviour to shine. 

Drawn up, by the cords of his love. 

Away to the land of the wise ! 

Away to the arms of my Lord I 
Away to the excellent prize, 

The Saint's everlasting reward. 

Away when the spirit is fled, 

Away, far away from the tomb ; 
Away, by Emmanuel led. 

To flowery pastures at home I 
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BY THE AX7TH0B TO HIS SON ON LEAVING THE SH0BE8 
07 OLD ENGLAND FOB AMEBICA, MAY 8tH, 1 856. 

^^^^His Book to thee " I here present, 

"* My son,'* the same receive : 
And may its truths bring home content, 

And cause thee to believe — 
That God, thy heavenly Father will 

Guide aU thy steps aright ; 
In thee the work of grace fulfil, 

By his own spirit's might. 
Through Christ alone whose love supreme, 

Caus'd him to die for thee ; 
Both soul and body, to redeem. 

And set the captive free. 
To whom let gratitude arise 

Within thy bosom here ; 
And thou shalt reap the golden prize. 

Where all his saints appear. 
In heaven we meet, to part no more, 

Our voices there shall blend. 
In lovely songs on Canaan's shore ! 

When this short life shall end. 
Thus blest in time, and blest forever 

With grace, and glory too. 
That nothing may the union sever, 

" God bless thee. Lad," adieu.— 
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